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| CALUMMNY.- 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH  - 
or 


MADAME DE GENLIS. 


* — — 


Virtue and Patience have at length unravell'd 
The knots which Fortune tied, 


| Davos N. 
Depuis que je ſuis ne, Tai * le calomnie 
Exbaler les wenins de ſa bouche imbunie. | 


— — ů 
IN FOUR VOLUMES. 


VOL. III. 


LONDON: | we”. 

Printed by A. Straban, Printers Street, for . = 

T. N. LONGMAN AND o. REES, PATE&NOSTER=ROW. 
| 1 E 


VoLTalrg's Tancredes /d | 
- a * 


n — 


K n - 
r 5 
r 
* . | * — No 
2 1 * FLIES . 


% : 4 0 
ak ' 
8 


A 2 : 0 * fed | "2 


ER I rw 


i. Bhat. 


6 


8 7 
11 


* 


ro 


r 
— 1 


W > 


„% ⁵ ² h ·1· OI 


9x22 * 


THE 


RIVAL MOTHERS, 


LETTER I 


From the COUNTESS D'ERNEVILLE to the 


 Makrauis. | 
Dijon, Feb. 18. 


Au my elaine letters are ſhort... 
This will be the ſhorter, as I write by the 
ſame meſſenger a donble letter for you and 


Pauline. 

But I muſt talk to you about Stephen ; 
this is the eighth day of his having the 
| meaſles, and he is perfectly well. He 


got up yeſterday, and to- day he is - playing 


about in high ſpirits. He is an amiable, 
vol. 111, © tractable, 
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2 THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 
tractable, and quick child; and I even 
think that he is like you. He has not 
your features; although he is pretty, his 
face will never be ſo expreſſive as yours: 
but, in his manners and his looks, he bears 
a great reſemblance to you. To- day he 
is ſeven years old! Ah! let us always be- 
wail his birth; but let us bring him up 
properly: this is a very ſacred duty, I 
have already formed ſome projects for 
him; it would be very poſſible to marry 
him one day to Lẽocadie: in this match 
I ſee but one impropriety; it is, that the 
children are preciſcly of the ſame age. 
Stephen ought to be a few years older. 
Adieu, my dear fon; I ſhall write to you 
again on Thurſday to let you know how 
your child 1s, 


* 


LETTER IL 
7. Ls Anſwer. 
Feb. 24. 


1 marry Leocadie! Ah, my dur 15 
znother l you are little acquainted with 


Pauline's fondneſs for Leocadie, . and the 


ambitious vie ws ſhe forms for her! Be- 
ſides, the perſon who ſo conſtantly thinks 
of that child, and who ſends her, every 
year, preſents ſo rich and fo curious, this 
perſon would certainly oppoſe ſuch an al- 
liance. No, no; my poor Stephen, for- 
gotten, abandoned by his mother, will cer- 
tainly not have the romantic and' brilliant 
deſtiny of Leocadie ! I myſelf think that 
this laſt child appears born for ſomething 
extraordinary. The luſtre of her beauty, 
her graces, her diſpoſitions, and the edu- | 

1111 cation 
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cation ſhe receives, will one day make 
her one of the moſt charming and moſt 
diſtinguiſhed of women. Pauline exiſts 
and-breathes but for her. You have no 
idea of this attachment. Maurice and 
Sylveſtre are loved; but what a difference! 
.. Locadie coſts us all dear. 
Adieu, my dear mother. I vill come 
and ſee you, thank you for your incompar- | 
able kindneſs, and conſole myſelf in your 
company, as ſoon as I have ſettled ſome 
affairs which detain me here. | 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 
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LETTER III. 


Anonymous, addreſſed to the MaRcnioness 
| D ERNEVILLE, 

FR May 28. 
| Mapan; there is ſuch a ſympathy be- 
tween you and the happy and faithful huſ- 
-band whom you have choſen, that I fiad 
in your actions the conformity that I ad- 
mire in your ſentiments. 

While you, in the month of February 
17, were adopting a pretty little girl, 
your huſband, on his part, at the ſame 
period, alſo adopted a child. The charm- 
ing Leocadie was found in a cloſet: it is 
ſaid that Stephen was found in a trunk at 


the moment when the Marquis was pack- i 
ing Up; in order to join you, This child 5 


1s he up, at Dyon, by your reſpect- | 
B 3 


r i 
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the honour, Madam, to ſend you the firſt 
op. 


able mother, the illuſtrious confidant of 
the virtuous ſecrets of her adopted ſon, 
This taſte for adoption, for which your 
family 1s diftinguiſhed, produces adven- 
tures ſo wonderful and ſo intereſting, that 
I wiſh to tranſmit them to poſterity, , In 


- conſequence, I am compoſing a romance 
of eighteen ſtanzas on the miraculous birth 


of Leocadie and of Stephen. I ſhall have 
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| LETTER IV. 


From the Mazcuioness to "the Binones 
DE Vonbac. 


Erneville, June 5. 

My God! FR have I done to excite ſo 
much hatred?.,.. Ah, my dear friend! 
if you knew the vexations that I undergo! 
... . . Anonymous letters the moſt in- 
famous, the moſt inſulting . How 
painful it is to Inſpire that frightful ſenti= 
ment when we have in the heart nothing 
but benevolence! O!]! how ſhocking is 
injuſtice | Though for upwards of ſeven 
years I have experienced ſuch cruelties 2} | 
from it, I am not yet accuſtomed to © 
them !. | . 

What clamour againſt me, and what 
;ndulgence for ſa many people, who, j join- . 


SY x ing 5 5 
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ing vice to effrontery and ſcandal, far from 
concealing their intrigues, acknowledge 
them, and even take a pride in them.. 
But, after all, injuſtice is perhaps a bleſſing; 
for when it afflicts us without ſouring our 
temper, it muſt improve the diſpoſition; 
it cures us of vanity, it recalls us to God. 
Alas! but for this ſublime idea, what 
would become of us when we are op- 
preſſed by calumny ? Friendſhip even is 
then no longer a certain refuge. If it be 
generous enough not to belie itſelf, is it 
always ſufficiently clear-ſighted. not to 
ſuffer itſelf to be ſecretly miſled by falſe. 
-appearances, and to conſtantly repel uni- 
verſal prepoſſeſſions? Thus, the ſweeteſt 
teſtimonies of its eſteem become ſuſpicious; 
and, loſing almoſt all their value, no 
longer appear any thing but the effects of 


compaſſion and toleration. 


There is nothing beautiful, nothing real, 


"iP without an end, and without utility. Vir- 
. tue 1 in queſtion, perſecuted and ever 


— | per- 
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peiſerering, would be no more chan an 

inconceivable madneſs, were it entirely 
deprived of conſolation and hope. Fd 7 

teſtimony of conſ.ience would then ſerve - 

only to irritate us deeply, and to make 

us miſanthropes. To indemnify ourſelves 

for unjuſt contempt, we ſhould endeavour 

to exaggerate to ourſelves our own vir- 

tues; to revenge ourſelves, and to be 

juſtified in hating mankind, we ſhould end 

by deifying ourſelves; we ſhould become 

monſters of pride, and thus it is that we 

ſhould be corrupted by the very ſenti- 
ment which fhould lead us towards good, © 

and make us. deteſt vice and iniquity, > 

And this is what has produced that gloomy. 

miſanthropy which buries itſelf in the heart, 

of the deſerts, 


= 


But, with 4 witneſs, we enjoy our in- 
nocence; and what witneſs ! the ſupreme 
judge of our actions! he who can alone 
appreciate and reward them! O! how 
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ſweet 1 conſoling it is to apply to him, 

to take refuge in his paternal boſom, and 

there, to wait in peace for the accompliſn- 
ment of his promiſes ! 

No, my dear friend; I have not yet 
ſſeen the child that my mother has taken 
under her care; but ſhe has mentioned 

him to me in her letters, and I applaud 

this good action added to ſo many others 
of the ſame kind. L. ſhall go this autumn 

to Dijon, and paſs there, I believe, part of 
the winter. Adieu, my friend; I am no 
longer happy; but I am reſigned, 
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eine oon 
From the Coux rss to tht Marquis. 
SL FERAGP > 17 4 nr 3 


8 Dijon, October 29, 
J am very glad, my dear Albert, that you 
have found a probable pretext for remain- 
ing at Erneville, and that you were not 
preſent at the firſt interview between 
Pauline and Stephen. Pauline examined 
this child wit an attentive, thoughtful, 
and inquiſitive air, which particularly 
ſtruck me. Then ſhe careffed him excee 


ingly. This morning ſhe went out Wn 5 
merely to buy him ſome playthings. 22 
Feeling and gentle creature! has the any 0 
ſuſpicions ? ? I do not believe it however; 
nothing in her converſation can lead t6l 
this idea, and ſue reſumed a petkedly 
rtural manner. 0 By IP CO 3 OLUEIROD 
B 6 Leocadie 
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- Leocadie is, in fact, an enchanting child; 
it is impoſſible not to love her extrava- 
gantly. There is nothing aſtoniſhing in 
Pauline's affection; any other perſon 

would experience the ſame in her place. 
Now come, dear Albert; a longer ſtay 
at Erne ville would appear extraordinary, 
| and Aer eee | 
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LETTER VI. 


From the Barons DE | Voupae 10 | 


1-4-7 
| Monsizux py ResNEL. 


1 ag | | January 6. 

As! Sit, you have fo many friends at 
Dijon Write, exert yourſelf to ſtop, if. 
Poſſible, the moſt infamous libel againſt 
aur friends ! An abominable pamphlet. 
containing a ſong in eighteen flanzas, on 
| 8 65 Pauline 


* 
% 0 ” 
HE? » I z 
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Pauline and her huſband, with long 


notes full of execrable calumnies 
This morning the Baroneſs received, 
by the poſt, a "copy of this villainous 
production... Intereſting, and tender- 
hearted Pauline ! .... .. O! how dear 
do thy talents, thy genius, and thy graces 
coſt thee ... While your ſiſter-in-law 
can, with impunity, diſplay the moſt ſcan- 
dalous coquetry +» No ſongs are made 
on her; ſhe is not hated! , .... O] come 


and ſee us! What ſhall we do ? What 


ſhall we oppoſe to theſe. horrible plots of 
malice? ? .. .. Ought and can friendſhip 
remain idle, when hatred is ſo active? 
Come; I want to lament with you I want 
to bewail my dear Pauline with a real x 


friend f 


ETER vil. 


E 8 eee 70 the 
CHEvalien DE CELTas. © 


January 20. 


As MAN does not ſet up for a. Marguis 


with | impunity, my dear Chevalier; i if the 


oy great Albert had contented himſelf with 


the plain name of my father, if he had 
been pleaſed to remain the equal of his 
brother, if he had married a woman with-, 


out any pretenfions, like my Deniſe, he 
would not be the butt of all the ſooffers, 


the clumſy wits of the province. Figure 


to yourſelf, that there has juſt been made 


againſt him and his wife a ſatirical romance 


in eighteen ſtanzas, which contains the 
true hiſtory of the little female baſtard, 
and which, moreover, reveals that of the 

, 11 little 
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little Stephen whom the Counteſs is bring- 
ing up. The ſong is dreadfully ſevere ; 
the Baron thinks it deteſtable; a great 
many other perſons judge differently; as 
for me, it appears to me rather indifferent, 
I would wiſh to have your opinion of it: 
I therefore ſend it to youz but do not 
ſhew it to any, one : tell me whether it 
-has circulated in your neighbourhood, 
This will throw an indelible ridicule on 
the brilliant caftle of Erneville. J am 
very much concerned to ſee my brother 
lampooned in this manner. You, who 
know the country, can repreſent to your- 
ſeit the effect which this ſong produces at 
Bourbon and at Luai, and the ne ſport. 
that is made of it at the houſes of the 
firſt people. 

Adieu, my dear fellow ; Deniſe defi Ires 


to be remembered to you, and [ embrace +Y 
you, " f 


(LETTER VIII. 


7 be Crrvaiirs' 5 Anſwer. 


— » 4 


| Hs, January 25 

1 KNOW the ſong, my dis d'Orgeval ; 

is here in every one's hands; and, n= 
tunately, people are mad after it; for 
it is a maſterly performance. It is im- 


| £2 poſſible that, with the penetration which 
pou poſſeſs, you can have thought it ix- 


different. However, it is thus that you 
ought to ſpeak of a ſatirical production 
againſt your brother. And myſelf, I do not 
take the liberty of ſaying, in the faſhion- 
able world, what I think of it. But, be- 
tween ourſclves, it is a maſter· piece. 
Yet I by no means approve of this ſpecies 
of writing. Every thing, that bears the 
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ſmalleſt reſemblance to malice, diſpleaſes 


me. How can you quote the. opinion of 
the Baron ? That atrabilious man is fallen 
into a real ſtate of * wichin theſe 
two years. 


Adieu, my dear fellow; I fee] how avi 


all this muſt affect you; 7 Huſh for our 


neighbours is a great misfortune ; and I 
aſſure you that I pity you ſincerely for 


having relations ſo little worthy of you. 


LETTER 1x, 
Fro the Manenion 255 to the Bazonns, 


| | N March 2. 
1 EASILY . my affectionate and dear 


2 whence your miſanthropy ariſes. 
1 know, by an anonymous letter, that a 
libel has been made on me; and you have, 


no 


- 


- BY E i", 


— 


18 wax Riva. Mrs \ 


no * diſcovered this freſh act of ma- 
lice. I received, by the poſt, about three 
weeks ago, a large packet, the direction 
was in an unknown hand; 1 ſuſpected that 
it was a libel, and I left it on my table 
without opening it. A moment after, 
Albert ſtepped in; and he became con- 
'fuſed on caſting his eyes on this packet, 
9. (1 ſuppoſe that he had juſt received a 
ſimilar one.) I ſeemed not to remark 
his emotion; and I faid to him, careleſsly, 
that I begged him to open this large 
packet, becauſe I imagined that it was for 
him, and that a miſtake had been made 
in writing the direction. Albert haſtily 
ſeized hold of the packet ; he went and 
opened it in the receſs of a window ; be 
then put it in his pocket, ſaying to me 
that, indeed, theſe papers were for him. 
Thus I hive never ſet my eyes on this 
_ libel; and, by this little artifice, Albert 
| knows that I have not read it. He even 
thinks that I am entirely ignorant of this 
new 


\ 
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new atrocity, and this is what I particu- 
larly wiſhed. If, by chance, he mentions 
it to you, confirm him well in this idea, 
I obſerve on this point, with my mother, 
the ſame diſſimulation. 


At the expiration of ſo many years to 


ſee theſe odious calumnies revived, and 
with ſuch an increaſe of rage... Con- 
ſole yourſelf, my friend, in reflecting that 
\.I have made up my mind reſpecting all 
theſe enormities ; to enjoy life, we ought 
not to have it in our power to acquire 
any profound knowledge of mankind; 


this would be to remain always young. 


It is the chimerical hopes and the ſweet 


ſecurity, produced by ignorance, that con- 


ſtitute the real charm of youth. O! how 


old am I grown in the ſpace of eight 


years. 


* 
, * . 0 
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LETTER X. 


— 


From the ViscouxT DE ST, MERan t 
 Monsizus DU RESNEL, 


; 178 Dieppe, September 12. 
Do not be alarmed, my friend, at ſeeing 
this ſcarcely legible writing; I am in per- 
fect health; but I have juſt experienced 
| ſuch emotions that, after two hours” reſt, 
1 | Tam till agitated by an univerſal trem- 
5 Bling 3 | | 
= -- 1 wiſh to leave you all the pleaſüre of 
ſurpriſe; thereſore I ſball, without any 
_ preamble, relate to you this «llyniſhing 
adventure. | 


Yeſterday I ſupped in Paris, and to-day : 
I am at Dieppe, The ſupper was at 
5 Wt, Madame 
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Madame de & * #, with a very ſmall party. 
At midnight, we«took it into our heads to 


talk of ſea voyages, Madame de # ** 


and her ſiſter, who had never ſeen the 


ſea, propoſed to us a trip to Dieppe ; and 
it was decided that we ſhould ſer out im- 
mediately, Poſt-horlgs were ſeat for, and 
we ſet off at two in the morning, Madame 
de & * , her ſiſter, her huſband, and my- 


ſelf. - Ar ſix o'clock our carriage broke 
down and was overturned, - Monſieur de 


* was ſcverely hurt in the leg; the 
ladies fainted with fright; and this accident 
delayed us for ſome hours. We arrived 
to day at Dieppe at five o'clock. in the 


afternoon. My fellow travellers, being 


much fatigued, immediately retired to 
their chambers, with the intention of reſt- 


ing themſclves till ſupper time. As for 
me, I went to take a walk by the water- 
| ide, in order to contemplate, from the, 
42 bs : Je, 
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Jetty “, the moſt terrible ſtorm that I ever 
ſaw in my liſe. The air was exceſſive 
hot; but the wind was impetuous. 

On approaching the jetty, I ſaw an im- 
menſe number of people on the beach, 
and I learnt that a ſmall veſſel, contain- 
ing a few perſons, had been overſet; but 

that two men ſtanding on the ſhore, hav- 

ing darted into the ſea, had ſaved the un- 

fortunate ſufferers. 

Affected by this account, I made my 

. way through the crowd; and at the mo- 
ment when I reached the ſea- ſide, I ſaw 
two young women brought out of the 
Voater. Their deliverers (who were two 
= - failors) laid them on the beach, ſaying 
A that one of them was quite gone. I caſt 
= * my 1 on this ne =; and I 


1 
* 
* 


*/At Menne, this; 1s the place, of all others, by the 


A vuer. ide, whence is diſcovered the reel extent of 
1 ſaw 
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ſaw an angelic face, which, i in fact, appeared 


deprived of life !..... The other young 
woman had fainted... .. and was in a 
dreadful ſituation; but her groans at 
leaſt proved that ſhe was alive, My 
heart was extremely moved; 1 gave 


money to the ſailors, ordering them to 
take up theſe unfortunate females, and 
carry them to the. beſt ſurgeon's in the 


town, who luckily lives by the water- ſide 
This man, who is very ſkilful, was at 


home; he received into his own room 
her who gave no ſigns of life; he called 
his maid- ſervants, and told me to leave 


him for a quarter of an hour, becauſe he 1 


was going to have her undreſſed, and 
placed before the fire in ſome blankets. 
The other young girl was carried into the 
apartment of the doctor's wife, who im- 
mediately put her into her own bed. 

An inexpreſſible ſentiment of compaſ: | 
fion inſpired me with the moſt lively de- 
24 to know if the Shiprecked belle could 


I IF 


be ? 
* 
* 
. a 
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be reſtored -to life. In the courſe of a 
few minutes the ſurgeon ſent for me. 
I entered: his room with a violent palpi- 
tation of the heart. Well!“ faid I 
trembling !— ce Well!” rejoined he, © ſhe 

ce is not dead; and I hope that we ſhall 
© be able to ſave her; but the queſtion is 
© to recall quickly the air into her lungs. 
c The ſailors, continued he, © have re- 
© mained at my door: is there one of 
cc them healthy and ſtrong, that you could 
ae prevail on, for money, to perform the 
16 operation which I am going to direct, 

te and which conſiſts in blowing into the | 
« mouth of this unfortunate girl, with 
«a ſtrength and a perſeverance that re- 
ec quire a ſort of courage and a great ſhare 
« of humanity?” Ah! let me be the 
« man employed!” exclaimed I. At thede 
words he took me to his patient, who 
was {till without ſenſe or motion, wrapped 
up in clean blankets, and laid before the 
fire, Her youth and her perfect beauty 

added 
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added to the ſhock occaſioned by her 
terrifying immobility and the paleneſs 
which covered her face, and which the 
luſtre of her Aair, blacker than ebony, 
rendered ſtill more ſtriking. This affect- 
ing object, ſurrounded by the ſhades of 
death, could, in ſuch a ſituation, inſpire 
none but the pureſt of ſentiment 
And, at that moment, her lover even could 
not have profaned her innocence by preſ- 
ſing her againſt his boſom, and applying | 
his mouth to her icy lips. | 
Guided by the doctors I did every thing 
that he preſcribed to me, At the end of 
a quarter of-an hour, the fair ſtranger ap- 
peared to breathe; a pale carnation was 
ſpread over her cheeks; and, a few mi- 
nutes after, her eyes opened... Ah, 
my friend! a father having ſeen his child 
in the moſt imminent danger, and ſhatched 
him from the arms of death, could not 
experience a more delightful ſenſation 
than that which penetrated me at this mo- 
VOL, 111, 0 ment! 
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ment. Les, I forgot her ſex and 
her beauty, and the ſentiment that filled 
my heart was a ſentiment truly paternal! 
But the moſt painful impreſſion rapidly 
ſucceeded it. The ſtranger recovering 
her ſenſes by halves, ſhuddetetd on ſeeing 
herſelf in the arms of a man. She puſhed 
me away with fright, and, chilled with 
terror, her eyes cloſed again, The ſur- 
geon aſſured me that the was out of dan- 
ger, and begged me to leave the room. 
I went into an adjoining apartment. 
At the expiration of half an hour; the 
doctor came to look for me again, and 
told me that he would be anſwerable for 
her life; but that ſhe was delirious, al- 
though ſhe had no fever. . . . I was ſtill 
_ queſtioning him, when the door of the 
room opened, and we ſaw the other young 
| wornan appear half dreſſed, with her hair 
in diſorder, and her looks wild. . . . . She 
advanced towards us, and joining her 
hands with a ſuppliant air: O! let me 
"ſee 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 7 
te ſee her! {aid iſhe to us, in a ſobbing 
voice.... A torrent of tears inte rrupted 
her ſpeech. “ Diſpel your fears, iſaid I 
to her, * your friend is out of danger.“ 
... . At theſe words this young woman 
fell on her knees, lifting up her arms to- 
wards heaven. She forgot the witneſſes 
who were contemplating her; ſhe thought 
herfelf alone with the Supreme Being, 
whom ſhe invoked and thanked ; ſhe men- 
tally- offered up a prayer, the eloquent fer- 
vour of which being painted in her face 
with the moſt affecting energy, commu- 
nicated to my ſoul all the movements of 
hers. I partook the tranſports of her joy 
and gratitude, and my tears Involunterily: 
flowed..... 

At that moment we heard a great noiſe 
on the ſtaircaſe. The ſurgeon went out; 
and we ſaw three ſervants, whoſe livery 
I recognized with emotion, and who all 
cried at once, & Where is the Counteſs ?” 

"'©'3. 728 © *w_ 
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. . . © Whom are you looking for?“ ſaid 
I to them.— “ Our miſtreſs, the Counteſs 
« de Roſmond.“— Ves, my friend, it is 
ſhe; it is Madame de Roſmond, whom I 
have ſeen for the firſt time only to regret 
her and to weep over her!.... It is ſhe, 
the firſt ſight of whom was to inſpire me 
with a tender intereſt devoid of hope, an 
admiration mingled wich pain. . Fatal 


omens !. 
While 1 was queſtioning the ſervants, 


the ſurgeon re-entered the room; he there 
found Agnes, that is the name of the young. 
woman of whom J have juſt ſpoken; he 
related to her what I had done for her 
friend, and told her who I was (for he 
had aſked me my name). When he had 


finiſhed this account, Agnes quitted him 


+. Without ſaying a word, and I ſaw her run 

towards me with open arms ; ſhe ſeized 

my hands, which ſhe preſſed ſtrongly in 

hers: O! how happy would you be,” 
faid ſhe, „if you knew what an angel 
mY « you ; 
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« you have ſaved!” —* Ah!” rejoined I, 
« you need not explain to me how much 
ce the deſerves to be loved!“ “ No- 
« thing,” interrupted Agnes, © nothing 
te can give you an idea of her; you mult 
« be acquainted with her, and I am ſure 
te that ſhe will admit her deliverer. 
| Agnes conjured me to have her ſhewn 
into the Counteſs's chamber, and ſhe made 
me promiſe to wait for her in the drawing- 
room, that ſhe might ſpeak to me again. 
She returned in a quarter of an hour; ſhe. 
was bathed with tears, the Counteſs's de- 
lirium penetrated her with fright ; how- 
ever, the ſurgeon calmed her grief, by 
aſſuring her that there was nothing dan- 
gerous in this ſituation, and that the 
Counteſs would recover her ſenſes after a 
few hours” reſt, and when ſhe had had a 
good ſleep. 
Agnes, as ingenuous, as communicate, 
as ſhe was tender-hearted, conſulted me 
reſpecting what ſhe was to do. The 
N e 3 Counteſs's 
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 Counteſs's country ſcat is near the town of 
Eu, twelve miles from Dieppe. It is im- 
poſſible to think of carrying her thither 
at this moment; ſhe cannot be better than 
at the ſurgeon's who attends her, and 
whoſe houſe is large and commodious. It 
was therefore agreed that ſhe ſhquld re- 
main here a few days, Before I quitted 
Agnes and the ſurgeon, I begged them 
not to mention to any perſon the ſort of 
{ervice that I had rendered to the Counteſs, 
as I am yery certain that. this ſtory would 
be related in a thouſand different ways, 
and would not fail to be ee ris 
dicule by malicious people. #1 

T returned to our inn at three quarters 
paſt eight; my {elow-travellers already 
knew, but in a vague manner, the hiſtory 
of the ſhipwreck ; they aſked me many 
queſtions concerning Madame de Roſ- 
mond; I anſwered very negligently, aſ- 
ſuring them that I had ſcarcely ſeen her, 
and that 1 had remained ſo long at the 
ſurgeon's * 
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ſurgeon's only to wait till the ſhower of 
rain was over. How long and tireſome 
did the ſupper appear to mel... Yet 
nothing was talked of but the Counteſs 
de Roſmond ; though it was to ridicule 
what was called her ſavage I 2yneſs, and 
even her taſte for ſtudy, and, in ſhort, to 
calumniate her! How malicious and de- 
teſtable did ! think Madame de * A X and 
her ſiſter, who, till now, have appeared 
to me ſo amiable !.... In order to con- 
ceal my in humour, I complained of a 
violent headach, and a great inclination 
for lep. I went and ſhut myſelf into 

my room, on-rifing from table; and, inſtead * 
of going to bed, I fat down to write to 
you. . . It is two o'clock in the morning. 
Fhis letter will go at ſeven ; but I ſhall 
write to you again to-morrow evening 
and every following day; for 1 ſhall find 


a pretext for remaining here a week at 
leaſt, 


e 4 
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LETTER XI. 


From the ſame to the ſame, 


| Dijon, Sept. 14. 
I was ſo agitated, ſo taken up yeſterday, 
that it was out of my power to write to 
you. I am happily rid of my fellow-tra- 
vellers who ſet off this morning at ten 
o'clock. I found an excellent pretext for 
remaining. The Duke de Pxx Ax, who 
is at the town of Eu, having heard, I 
know not by what means, that I was here, 
ſent to me yeſterday a page with a letter, 
in which he told me that he wiſhed to 
ſpeak to me reſpecting an affair that par- 
ticularly concerned the Prince to whoſe 
houſhold ! belong. I ſhewed this note to 
Madame de & * #, declaring to her that I 
ſtaid behind, becauſe I could not diſpenſe 
with 
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with going the next morning to Eu, and 
with paſſing ſeveral days there. This 


reaſon was conſidered as very valid and 
very natural; and, in this manner, I am 
to remain here a fortnight, without even 
giving any umbrage to any one at * #* 


palace. 


I roſe yeſterday with the day, while 


every one in the inn was ſtill aſleep; I ran 
to the ſurgeon's, where I found the inte- 

reſting Agnes; who had not gone to bed, in 
order that ſhe might ſit up with her friend. 
She told me that the Counteſs was exactly 
in the ſame ſtate, and to-day again ſhe 
has no fever, but is {till delirious. The 
ſurgeon declares to us that we ought not 
to have any ſort of. uneaſineſs ; but the 
ſituation in which I ſce her makes me 
truly uneaſy... .. A powerful tie attaches 
me to her! I have had the happineſs to 


contribute in ſaving her life; I can even 
ſay, without a figure, that ſhe is indebted to 


me for the air ſhe breathes ; her exiſtence 
is 


eg 


f,{ 5 
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is my creation. I cannot expreſs what this 
idea inſpires me with; but T proteſt to 
you that 1 feel for her no more than a fa- 
therly affection: it ſeems to me that any 
other ſentiment would profane what I have 
done for her! Beſides, Poligni is my 


friend; he adores her, and with a con- 


ſttancy the more affecting as he has never 


had any hope; he has confided to me his 


- paſſion ; I have known all its progreſs and 


all its violence ; I will never betray friend» 


ip! . . Accordingly, I have written to 
Poligni to relate to him, with fancerity, all 


this adventure. I am very certain that he 
will not divulge the particulars which I 
wiſh to conceal; I rely, in this reſpect, 


on his delicacy, and even on his jealouſy, 


O! how much he will envy mel. 

I owed to the entire confidence which 
he has ſhewn me for ſeveral years, to diſ- 
guiſe nothing from him relative to the 


object on which his thoughts are ſolely 
employed; in ſhore, I aſſure him that if 


9. \ the 
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the Counteſs admits me to her houſe, I 
will take every pains to deſtroy the pre- 
poſſeſſions which ſhe has taken againſt him. 
I have. promiſed it, and I will keep my 
word, 


* 


I aſpire only to the friendſhipof Madame 
de Roſmond ; it will be very pleaſing to me 
to enjoy her gratitude. Judge how painful 
it is to me not to be able to appear before 
her without exciting her terror. 
for it appears that her delirium is particu- 
larly occaſioned by the confuſed recol- 
lection of the extraordinary ſituation in 
which, on opening her eyes for the firſt 
time, ſhe ſaw me near her. This image 
has engraved on her mind an imaginary 
OUtrage. ..... In her dehrium, ſhe fre- 
quently compares herſelf to Clariſſa Har- 
lowe, and I am Lovelace. As ſhe has no 
fever, ſhe is not in bed ; but ſhe paſſes the 
whole day in an eaſy chair: twice have I 
entered the room ; but, unfortunately, ſhe 
has retained the recollection of my face, 


e 6 and 
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and no ſooner does ſhe caſt her looks on 


me than ſhe is agitated by convulſive 


movements, and I am forced to retire with 


precipitation. Conceive what would be 
my grief, if this delirium, by being pro- 
longed, ſhould end by impairing her or- 
gans, and if ſhe were to preſcrve for ever 


this wildneſs and her error l.. . . . This 


idea is horrid, inſupportable; it is conti- 


nually preſenting itſelf to my imagination, 


and affects me in ſuch a manner that no- 


thing can drive it from my mind. 


I paſſed part of the day with the amiable 


Agnes, She related to me the hiſtory of 


the ſhipwreck. Here it is: Agnes had 
never been at Dieppe, and her friend, 


through complaiſance for her, came here 


laſt Monday. The next day they went by 
themſelves to take a walk by the water- 
ſide. The weather was delightful ; an 
old boatman propoſed to them to take a 
trip in his little veſſel, and to this they con- 


_ - ſented. The ſea was then extremely calm; 


and 
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and the Counteſs, long familiarized to this : 


terrible element, (her country-ſeat ſtands 


by the ſea- ſide,) wiſhed to make a long 


excurſion. At two leagues from the ſhore 
a ſtorm on a ſudden came on. The old 
boatman was out of his wits; however, he 
muſtered up all his ſtrength in order to 
regain the harbour ; he reached it ; but 
at that moment the veſſel overſet; and 
the two female friends, who had fainted, fell 
into the water; the boatman abandoned 
them, and ſwam away. ..... You know 
the reſt, The ſailors, who were the deli- 
verers of the Counteſs and of Agnes, have 
already received twenty louis from the 
latter, with the promiſe of a penſion which 
the Counteſs will certainly grant them. 


This, my friend, is the progreſs we have 


made, I am ſure that theſe details will 


intereſt you warmly. It is from principle 
that I give an account of them to Poligni ; 


them. 


= 


but it is to you alone that I love to relate 


4 
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LETTER XI. 


j 


From the ſame to the ſame. 


| | : Dieppe, Sept. 17. 
Ar laſt, hank heaven! Madame de Roſ- 

mond yeſterday entirely recovered her 
| ſenſes, and 1 am relieved from the fright- 
ful weight by which my heart was op- 
preſſed. I have not ſeen her yet ſince this 
happy change. Agnes related to her the 
hiſtory of her recovery, and by what 
means ſhe was reſtored to life ; but Agnes 
was guilty of an imprudence in ſpeaking to 
her of the delirium which had fo much 
alarmed us; this detail, joined to that of 
what I did for her, occaſions her ſuch an 
embarraſſment, that ſhe has not yet been 
able to make up her mind to receive me. 
I could wiſh that this firſt interview was 


over ; 
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over ; I ſuffer, beforehand, from the ſort 


of confuſion which ſhe will experience. 
++ +++. At this moment a meſlage is an- 


nounced to me from Madame de Rof- 
mond. ? : 
„ begs me to come and ſee her to- 
morrow at noon !.... A note from Agnes 
informs me that the Counteſs returns to- 
morrow to her country-ſeat, and that I 
ſhall receive an invitation to accompany 
her thither !..... . Poor Polignt ! what 
would he not give to be in my place!.... 
But I will intereſt myſelf in his behalf, I 
know not how all this will end; I am ſure 
only of one thing, it is, that I ſhall not 
become a diſhoneſt man, that I ſhall not 
become a faithleſs friend. 


40 
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LETTER XII. 


From the. ſame to the ſame. 


La M“, Sept. 17. 


1 WRITE to you from an abode truly en- 
chanted. Could it be otherwiſe | It is 
the work of the divinity who inhabits it! 


It is Madame de Roſmond who has laid 
out its gardens, ' I have often been aſto- 
niſhed that ſo many people make gardens 
in the Engliſh taſte, ſquander immenſe 
ſums to produce nothing but children's 


toys, or inſipid imitations. Here, every 


thing is invented, every thing is created, 
every thing ſpeaks home to the heart and 


to the mind. But let us talk of Madame 
de Roſmond: the moſt ingenious of her 


inventions will ever be inferior to her— 
ſelf, | 
Yeſterday 
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Yeſterday at half paſt nine I went to 
the ſurgeon's; a moment after, Madame 
de Roſmond, giving her arm to her friend, 
entered the drawing-room, where I was 
waiting for her. She bluſhed prodigiouſly 
on perceiving me ; but, notwithſtanding 
the embarraſſment and the timidity with 
which her modeſty and the ſingularity, of 
her adventure naturally inſpired her, ſhe 
contrived to expreſs to me the moſt affect- | 
ing gratitude with as much grace as ſen- 
ſibility, On my part, I had adeportment 
ſo unaffected, manners ſo reſpec ful, and a 
tone ſo paternal, that all her confuſion was 
entirely diſpelled in the courſe of a few 
minutes. After having invited me to ſet 
out with her, ſhe told me that ſhe was alſo 
going to take with her all her other deli- 
verers, and as I ſaw there was an embar- 
raſſment reſpecting the arrangement of the 
carriages, I undertook to take in mine the 
doctor and the two ſailors. We ſet out at 
eleven o'clock, 1 did not grow tired on 

| | the 


\ 
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thè road; I ſaw before. us Madame. de 
Roſmand's carriage, and we talked of 
. nothing but of her l.. . . At three quar- 
8 ters paſt twelve we arrived at La M; 
the avenue was filled with villagers, who 
having heard of the accident that had be- 
fallen their lady, whom they adore, wiſhed 
to ſee her. She ſtopped her carriage, 
alighted ſrom it, and went on foot to the 
- houſe, conſtantly ſurrounded and followed 
or by all this multitude, The Countels, after 
having thanked. theſe good people wich 
an expreſſion full of charms, Prefented + us to 
them: as her deliverers; ſhe then invited 
them to return the next day ti to a fete cham- 
Petre which the intends to give them. 
While we were waiting for dinner, the 
Counteſs conducted us into the gardens, 
5 which are diſpoſed and laid out, as it were 
dramatically, to repreſent Human Life. On 
leaving the houſe, ) you traverſe a vaſt green, 
at the end of which is the Pavilion of In- 
fancy. This is a large ſaloon of an elegant 
form, 
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form, painted in freſco; and the ornaments, 
ſtatues, and paintings of which repreſent 
groups of children, and all the ſports of 
that charming age. After this pavilion, 
you enter a long alley, clothed with a turf 
enamelled with flowers ; ſumptuous vaſes 
of alabaſter placed at the foot of all the 
trees, contain nothing but lilies, emblems 
of innocence. To the right and leſt 

of the alley, in receſſes forming ſorts of 
groves, are placed different games, the 
ſweet amuſements of adoleſcence - nine- 
pins, bowl, a ſuing, and in the middle of the 
alley is a large baſiq ; this is a bath in the 
Grecian ſty le, faced wich white marble, 
and filled with tranſparent water, the image 
of purity, At the end of this alley, you 
come to twp different roads, the one on 
the right, and the gther on the left, A 
ſtatue of Truth placed between theſe two 
roads, ſeems to invite you by its geſture 
do take the former. On the pedeſtal of 


this 
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this ſtatue are to be read the following 
verſes : . 5 , 


« Attend, dear youth, whoe'er thou art, 
That wander'ſt through this ſweet receſs ; 3 
*« If innocence delight thy heart, 
vy The ſole true treaſure men poſſeſs, 
„ Refle&; for, lo! two paths are here; 
4 Of error, that; of wiſdom, this 
% Then make thy choice ; thy weakneſs fear 3 
Take me for guide; I lead to bliſs,” 


The entrance. of the Road of Error Bt 


decorated by an elegant portico in lattice- 


work, covered with honey-ſuckle.. This 
road is ſerpentine, but ſmooth and eaſy ; 
on both ſides 'are feen boxes filled with 


flowers, which conceal only by halves 
| buſhes of zhorns, nettles, and venemous 


plants, the real productions of the ſoil. ., . 
After having proceeded about two hun- 
dred paces, you perfectly diſtinguiſh the 
roaring of the ſea! .. .. . and you diſcover 
the wreck of the Palace of Inconſtancy. It 


is 
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is not ruins; you, ſee it is mere caprice, 
and not the hand of time, that has thrown 
down a part of this edifice : what remains 
of it is in the moſt modern taſte ; the archi- 
tecture exhibits a whimſical mixture of 
different ſtyles; on one of the large new 
ſtones diſperſed on the light ſand, which 
ſerved as a foundation for the palace, you 
read theſe terrifying words: * To deſtroy. 
ce jn order to change!” .. . Near this, 
you perceive a ſort of land- mark, a ſmall 
truncated column placed before a very 
buſhy clump, which repreſents a laby- 
rinth, and appears full of roſes ; but in 
the midſt of which a tall cypreſs mourn- 
fully rears its head. '..... The ſtatue 
of Truth again ſtands near this land-mark, 
and on its baſe are theſe verſes : 


„Still there is time to meaſure back thy way, 
« Still, to purſue a fortunate career ; 
« Seek Virtue's path ; and learn, that all delay 
But haſtens on the ruin that is near: | 
«© To 
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46 To crimes, alas ! a venial error leads; 
«Then keep thy paſſions under ſtrict control: 
« One falſe'ſtep made, a precipice ſueceeds, 
« Aud Tugain appear, to fright thy ſoul, 


The Counteſs rightly judged that there 
was no neceſſity for exhibiting, otherwiſe 
than in deſcription, the road of vice and 
guilt z accordingly you do not penetrate 
into. the formidable labyrinth ; 'you are 
forced to yield to the voice of Truth ; you 
turn back, and go in ſearch of the road 
of Virtue. This part of the garden is in- 
finitely more extenſive than the preceding, 
becauſe the allegory 1s here fully repre- 

ſented. | | 
You firſt enter a ſtraight, but narrow 
and rugged alley ; before you, is ſeen a 
very ſteep and difficult road.... but 
” you advance, it improves. You 
arrive at a ſmiling plain, interſected by ri- 
volets; after having gone over it, you 
reach the Temple of Hope; this is a large 
rotunda 
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rotunda that receives the light only through 
' the opening of i its cupola which admits of 
the nakedſky being ſeen“. A beautiful piece 
of ſculpture conſtitutes the whole ornament 
of this temple ; it is Zope, not on a pedeſ- 
tal, but riſing from the boſom of a heap of 
clouds, and ſupporting Virtue while point- 
ing out to her the ſky I.. . A few paces 
hence, is :perceived a high mountain, 
which appears covered with rocks and 
brambles Fortified by Hope, 
you boldly decide on climbing it: you 
find here no beaten path; you muſt walk 
painfully through thorns, on ſlippery rocks 
, «++ + but preſently the rocks diſappear ; 
the mountain becomes more level; ver- 
dure and flowers again make their appear- 
ance, and the profpect, in particular, is em- 
belliſned .. . You ſtill aſcend; you ſtill 
get higher, by a pleaſant, agreeable road, 
which is not in the leaſt fatiguing... 


like chat of the Pantheon at Rome. 


You 


= — 
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You perceive, in the MA a crowd of 
enchanting objeas!, .'... At length you 
rfach the ſummit of this long mountain; 
and there, the firſt object that  firikes your 
eyes is the ſtatue of Virtue repreſentedunder 


the emblem of Strength; it is Hercules 


ſeated, leaning on his club with the ancient 


Greek motto: After labour reſt. .....On 
the altar of Virtue, ſurrounded by laurels, 
and placed on a tuft of everlaſting flowers, 


is read the following inſcription : 


« For all thy perſevering care, 
The ſweet reward of Virtue ſhare; 
« And live for worth renown'd: 
Thy raviſh'd eyes behind thee caſt, 
«© Trace back the way that thou haſt paſs'd; 
% Succeſs thy toil has crown'd.“ 


1 In fact, on turning round, you ſee all 
the road along which you have jult paſſed; 


the proſpe ct is delightful on this fide; it 
is. diſpoſed and decorated in ſuch a man- 
ner, that the objects which had ſeemed 


TY 


>" he * 


7 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS. 49 
the moſt gloomy in climbing the mountain, 
appear, in this point of view, the moſt 
agreeable, Hence, are diſcovered caſcadgs, 
flowers, buſhes of taurels which were 
maſked, on the other fide, by frightful 
rocks 1. . From the Altar of Virine a 
turf path leads to the Temple of Peace. On 
leaving this temple, you find yourſelf un- 
der a thick arch of foliage, which takes you 
to the Cave 'of Morpheus, This charm- 
ing grotto, ſurrounded by poppies and 

roſes, is ſituated in an iſland enchanting, 
ftom the beauty of the ſhade-and the water; 
after having paſſed under a bridge of re- 
markable lightneſs and elegance, you 
diſcover the grotto; the inſide of it is 
clothed with moſs ; it is filled with odo- 
riferous plants, which exhale the ſweeteſt 
perfumes: a river which croſſes i it, falling 
ſoftly on ſome turf, ſeems, by its agreeable 


mufmur, to invite you to repoſe. On the 
232 D 


entrance 9 
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entrance of the cave is to be read this 1 in- 
ſcri Ption: f 


«« Here, on the verdant turf while laid, 
00 Where flow'rs perfume the cooling ſhade, 


« And no rude gales annoy, | 
The calm, that Virtue brings, partake; 
Of pleaſure dream; and then awake, 
« To ee real j Joy- Es 


Beyond this iſland, all the reſt of the 
garden preſents a real Ely/ium, where taſte, 
art, and nature, have aſſembled every 
thing moſt charming and moſt diverſified 

that can be imagined. ; 
I I forgot to tell you a circumſtance that 
leaves nothing to be wiſhed for in regard 
to the juſtneſs of the general allegory ; it is, 
that the long rqad of Virtue is conſtantly 
interſected by little winding croſs-paths, 

which all lead to he Road of Error. 

- Beſides theſe ingenious and moral plea- 
ure - grounds, the Counteſs, on the other 
| ſide 
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gde of the houſe, has kitchen · gardens, an 
orchard, and a nurſery, in which ſhe has 
taken the moſt happy advantage of mytho- 
logy, and the rural cuſtoms followed by 
the ancients, This would require too 
long a deſcription, and would pleaſe you 


leſs than the allegorical garden, which, in 


point of intereſt, can be compared only to 
that of Erneville, as there can be compared 


only two women, when one has had an op- 
portunity of knowing them both : Pauline 
and the Counteſs de Rojmond ! After having 
viſited theſe delightful gardens, we re- 
entered the houſe, where dinner was waiting 
for us. The two failors fat down witli us; 
and, on riſing from table, the Counteſs gave 


each of theſe worthy people an annvity- 
deed of fix hundred livres for life. £2 * * 


This houſe, from the ſimple and agree 
able manner in which jt is laid- out aud 
arranged, extremely reſembles Erne ville 

2 but I here remarked a Gagularity 


I ns, 
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that ſtruck me very much. There is, in 
all the apartments, a large picture deco- 
rated with a rich frame, and covered with 
a gauze or fill; curtain, which, being placed 
ſo as to ſhew the frame, entirely conceals 
the canvaſs. I obſerved that theſe myſte- 
rious pictures are all placed in front of 
Madame de Roſmond, in ſuch a manner 
that ſhe can always ſee them from. the 
place where ſhe generally fits. In her 
bed-chamber, the veiled picture is in 
her alcove or the receſs for her bed; in 
her ſtudy, it is over her writing-deſk, 

I at firſt thought that theſe veils were 
put only to preſerve a valuable painting ; 
and, very anxious to know the ſubjects of 
them; I mentioned the matter to Agnes, 
who began laughing,-telling me to go and 
look at them ; immediately I ran to lift 
up the gauze, and 1 ſaw nothing, but a 
-- canvaſs for a picture, quite plain, without 
any painting; and I am informed that all 
= LY the 
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the other apparent pictures are the ſame, 
and that they have been here for ſeveral 
45 


Agnes believes and aſſures me that this 


is nothing more than a mere whim of her 
friend, who intends to fill theſe frames, by 
purchaſing one day ſome pictures, and who 
has not hitherto choſen to go to this ex- 
penſe. But theſe frames appear made 
for portraits, and not for pictures. The 
manner in which they are placed ſeems to 


announce a ſentiment, and not a whim ] In 
ſnart, when I ſpoke of them before the 


Counteſs, I thought I ſaw a light cloud 
obſcure her brow, and a ſcw tears gliben 
in ber eyes... 7 by 

I have now. to tall to you of her friend; 
that intereſting Agnes, who would appear 
handfome, if it were poſſible to be ſo by 


the fide of Madame de Roſmond. Theſe . 
two friends have for each other the moſt | 


affectionate and the moſt exalted regard: . 
D 3 e 


— 44 1 . 
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I am ignorant of the hiſtory which has 
united them; I know only that the kind- 
neſs and beneficence of the Counteſs formed 
their intimacy, They have lived together 
for upwards of five years; they give each 
other the kind name of ſiſter ; and, as they 
are both decided not to marry, it is pro- 
bable that they will never quit each other. 
Agnes has not the talents, education, and 
the ſuperiority of underſtanding of her 
friend ; but ſhe has an infinite ſhare of 
ſweetneſs, frankneſs, and ingenuous ſim- 
plicity, and ſhe is moſt aſſuredly nor, 
in other reſpects, a common character: 
How can any one be ſuch who is capable 
of appreciating Madame de Roſmond, and 
who knows how to ove ber as ſhe; me- 
rits 2, = 

Adieu, my 5 ſee how [rely th 
your friendſhip in abandoning my ſelf to 
the pleaſure of ſpeaking to you, ſo much 
at length, of perſons who are wholly un- 


known. to you. : 
5 * | From 
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From the Counteſs's invitation I expect 
not to return to Paris till the beginning of. 


October. 


LETTER : XIV. 


From Monsmux du Reswzt fo the | 
Viscount DE Sr. Mia au. 5 


September 12. 
F nave this day, my dear Viſcount, re- 
ceived your-letter of the 17th, I was 
dining at Erneville, and I there read the 
deſcription of the allegorical garden. 
Pauline was in inexpreſſible raptures at 
it; ſhe made me read it twice over for 
Leocadie ; this child is only eight years 
and a half old; but I aſſure you ſhe is as 
| ſenſible as if ſhe was fifteen, She and her 


adoptive mother conjure you to ſend 
D 4 them, 
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them, in a letter, a plan of this garden; 
from this, they will cauſe. to be made, at 
Erneville, a large plan in relief, which wilt 
be placed, as a fixture, in the chamber of 
Leccadie, who immediately had. the idea 
of aſking for this favour, which was pro- 
miſed her. On my part, I have promiſed 
that you would do the kindneſs that is ex- 
pected from you. I believe that you 
de not draw; but you know haw to tage 
P plan, and this is all that is wanted. 
Tes, 1 my friend, you will not become a 
diſhoneft-man; and, far from making my- 
ſelf uneaſy reſpeRing your ſiruation, Þ 
think it deſirable, with a mind ſuch as 
rerrs. We can, at our pleaſure, multiply. 
good actions; but the opportunities of 
doing thoſe which are truly great and ge- 
nerous ſeldom occur. It is the pre- 
deftinated of the carth on whom heaven 
beſtows theſe valuable opportunities. Tou 
will not ſuffer to eſcape that which is 
offered _ x having, by the moſt ſingular 
419 1 bs ä adventure: 
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Adventure, aequired powerſul claims on 
Madame de Roſmond's heart, admitted 
to her intimacy, having for this extraor- 
dinary woman a paſſion the more violent 
as you have never known love; you will 
triumph over your ſentiments in favour 
of a friend who has placed all his confi · 
dence in you. You will ſerve him not 
only faithfully, but with zeal and diſpatch ; 
you will anſwer to her for a conſtancy of 
which you have been a witneſs for five 
years; and, whether. you ſueceed or not, 
you will afterwards, from the top of the 
ſacred mountain, 


«© Your raviſh'd-eyes bebind you caſt, 
© Trace back the way that you have paſs'd, ' 


enjoy, this ſweet remembrance added to 
ſo many others, and congratulate yourſelf 
on a real glory, and on the 2 true bop; | 
Pine ſs. 
Adieu, my friend; when you return 
to Paris, I beg of you to find out there for 
me a young artiſt, who underftands wel 
D 5 | how 


4. 
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how to paint in miniature, and who will 
_ conſent to come and ſhare my ſolitude for 
fix or ſeven. years; I will agree to his own 
terms, provided he be a reſpectable man, 
and has talent. I heard Pauline wiſh for 


ſuch a maſter for Lẽocadie: judge of the 
intereſt that I attach to this commiſſion! 


LETTE1 R AV. 


From 4 Count 'DE Potionr to the 
Viscoukr DE ST. MERran. 


RES ARE EA 21 

1 navx received both your letters at the 
fame time I am juſt arrived from Fon- 
. . « . Great God! what an event! 
2 . . You contributed to ſave her life, 
and in what an aſtoniſhing manner! I Was 
not worthy of ſuch a happineſs . 


Heaven could reſerve it only for a pure, 
. irre- 
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irreproachable being... . And you her 
deliverer, you become her friend, you pro- 
miſe to ſerve me, to ſpeak to her for me 
.... « O! generous St. Meran, you alone 
of all men are worthy of. her; 1 feel it, 
I admit i it; I am ſure that, in her company, 
you cannot have preſeryed your indif- 
ference; your very letters prove it; and 
you do not forſake me, you remain, faith= 
ful to me. O my whole life ſhall be de- 
voted to you!..., I have no hope; no, 
I have none l... When I recollect my 
paſt errors, I fall into a frightful depreſſion 
of ſpirits. Ah! fince I have loved her, 
what a ſevere judge am I become towards 
myſelf ... But a change of manners ſo 


true, ſo perſevering, and five years' con- 


ſtancy l.. . She deſpiſes me, ſhe hates 
mel... . Obtain for me, atleaſt, her eſteem 
and her pity. Paint to her my mind; you 
know it...... Yes, ſhe hates mel. Kb + 
What do I aſk of her? Only to be.ad- 
mitted ſometimes to her houſe, with a 


6 Promi, 
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promiſe, with an oath never to mention 
to her a love which ſhe rejects. docs "You 
know her laſt anſwer: 
© Monſieur de Poligni cannot be atmitied 
into my houfe but on a condition which be 
certainly would not accept !—Confounded 
at this ſtrange anſwer,” I proteſted that I 
would, on theſe terms, accept, with tranſ- 
port, all the laws which ſhe ſhould impoſe | 
on me; I conjured her to explain herſelf; 
and this ſhe has always refuſed with an in- 
flexibility the moſt perſevering. 
I have not the madneſs to hope that 
you can make an impreſſion on her ia my 
favour; but 1 conjure you to endeavour 
to prevail on her to declare what is the 
condition which her coldneſs judges im- 
Pil, to me nothing is impoſſible, if 1 
but enjoy her company. She has not uſed 
this expreſſion by chance, ſhe attaches an 
idea fo it. I have a right to aſk for an 
explanation: ; and -ſhe cannot in juſtice 
refule it, it. To ber, it is a thing deſtitute 
Re rt | of 
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of intereſt and importance; but to me, it 
is every thing. Make her ſpeak then. 
What is this condition? 1 viladly ſubmic 
to it beforehand. 

I ſet out on Thurſday for the town of 
Eu, where I have ſo often in vain re- 
fided. .... With my accuſtomed ſub- 
miſſion, I ſhall not ſet a profane foot on 
the . happy ſpot where you are detained, 
... . But within fix miles of her, and of 
you, I ſhall be leſs miſerable, and I ſhall. 
be able to write to you at all hours. 
Dear St. Meran, my virtyous friend, if 
you were to grow cool towards me, what 
would become _ me ? 
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the CounT be PoLIGNI. 


September 22. 
I avs not yet received any anſwer from 
you; I ſuppoſe that you are not in Paris, 
or, to ſpeak more correctly, I am certain 
of it; for you have long had but one 47 
fair, and, in my laſt letters, I mention to 
you only the object that ſolely oecupies 
your mind. | 
I have at laſt ſpoken to the Counteſs ; 
I confined myſelf to aſking her what is 
that condition which ſhe would impoſe on 
you, on granting you permiſſion to come 
to her houſe. On this, ſhe wiſhed to 
break off the converſation ; and as J in- 


ſiſted warmly: « ] conceive,” rejoined 
6 ES © 
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ſhe, © that the expreſſion which eſcaped 
me muſt have excited Monſieur de 
« Poligni's curioſity ; but I can aſſure 
« you that it is, in a great meaſure, out 
« of reſpect for him that I will not ſatisfy 
« him; and I am very certain that he 
e would infallibly reje& the only condition 
« that could induce me to admit him 
to my houſe,” —* That, Madam,“ an- 
ſwered I, * is impoſſible for you to know; 
« allow me to tell you that it is worthy 
te neither of your reaſon, nor of your 
ce equity, to judge ir re vocably of the de- 
cc ciſions of a perſon to- whom you have 
te refuſed to explain your will,” —** Thoſe 
* who are acquainted with me know that 
« am neither unjuſt nor whimſical,” —- 
That is not ſufficient; you mult not 
t put it in people's power to reproach 
* you with a myſterious proceeding.” — 
« People may think of it what they pleaſe ; 
« I will neicher explain. my. nor re- 


ec ceive Monfieur de Poligni.”—< Is it 
7-0 Madame 
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Madame de Roſmond who talks in chi 
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* manner? Is it the woman the mot 
« diftinguiſhed for the ſuperiority of her 
« reaſon ? No, Sir, it is a very com- 
mon perſon. i Jou afflict me dread- 
c fully.. .. . What riſk do you run by 
« explaining yourſelf? . If Poligni 
« does not accept the condition impoſed; 
you are for ever rid of his purſuits ; and 


if you perſiſt in being filent, you give 


& him the right of importuning you in- 


* ceflantly. Fhis is what he will do in 


ce future, don't doubt it; for it is what he 
«ought to do. You authorize him to lay 
* aſide that reſerve which he has hitherto 
te ſhewn towards you; deign to 15 your- 
ce ſelf in his place for a moment.. 


Here Madame de Rofmond, irritated at 


being contradicted, interrupted me in a 
ſort of paſſion, to tell me that ſhe would 
hear no more of this firgſome altercation. 
In ſaying theſe words ſhe got up, and 
left me Ene She has then a 
e | failing! 
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failing She cannot bear contradic- » 
tion! Lee However, ſhe repented of this 
firſt movement. An hour after,, ſhe 
apologized to me in the moſt amiable 
manner for it, and ſhe has promiſed me 
to reflect deliberately n my: requeſt, and 
to give me a final anſwer in a few days. 
J partly fee that, under all this, there is 
ſome calumny aguinſt you. I ãdviſe you 
to came withaut delay. Go” ſtraight, to 
the town of Eu; the. Prince i s there, a and 
vill be very glad to ſee you; there we 
will chat together at our caſe. 1 think I. 
may venture to anſwer to you that . the: 
_ Comntefs wilbat length give the art 
tion ſo long wiſhed for. | 
Adieu, my friend; do not loſe any time ; 

come as 3 as ee d 140 


T7. AY 


*. 
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LETTER XVII. 


From the ſame to Monsizvn ov 
RxsAEL- 


12M =, September 25. 
Portia artived in the town of Eu laſt 
" Tueſday, I went thither immediately, 
and we paſſed four hours together. F 
found him more im love than ever, and 
in the moſt violent agitation; but, in other 
reſpects, ſtill the ſame, mixing, with origin- 
ality, the moſt pteaſant fallies to the moſt, 
affecting traits of paſſion and. ſenſibility, 
In queſtioning, me about the allegorical 
garden, which he does not know, and 
which was finiſhed only this year, he told. 
me, that if he were allowed to enter it, 
' whenever he got to the ſummit of the /a- 
cred mountain he would pretend to have a 


Hit. 


af 


—- 
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Vi neck in order to diſpenſe with look- 
ing back, I do not know a more amjable 
man than he is. I am perſuaded that if he 
can ſubdue the Counteſs's prepoſſeſſions, 
he will end by gaining her affection. To- 
day ſhe has, at length, yielded to my 
warm ſulicitations; ſne has formally pro- 
miſed to explain herſelf to-morrow. We 
ſhall know to-morrow what is this myſte- 
rious condition. The Counteſs herſelf 
will give Poligni this explanation in my 
prefence. In the uncertainty of his ac- 
ceptation, ſhe. does not admit Polignt to 
her houſe; it is, as Poligni ſays, on the 
Frontier, on neutral ground, that this ſin- 
gular interview is to take. place. She 
has mentioned Rouville wood, belonging 
to the Duke de P# u, as the place of 
rendezyous. Judge, my friend, how we 
count the hours! how impatient, uneaſy, 
and confuſed we are!..... "0 
The poſt goes out again to-morrow; I 
certainly will not miſs it; you ſhall know 
every 
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every thing. I own to you that, in- 
dependently of the intereſt which I' rake 
in poor Poligni; I am poſſeſſed with the 
moſt ardent curioſity that I ever ex- 
perienced in my life, What completes 
it, is the ſtate in which I ſee. Madame 
de Roſmond. She has till now expreſſed 
to me no more than averſion: to Poligni, 
for her pre poſſeſſion againſt him is very 
ſtrong; and yet ſhe appears to dread hor- 
tibly this interview; why ſhould' ſhe fear 
Ko much, if ſhe felt nothing but indiffer- 
ence? In ſhort, ſhe has appriſed me that 
L ſhould: be a witneſs of this aftonifbing: 
Scene; and ſhe has required from me, be 
forchand, rag NY" al: ls L 
ould hear. SEEN e A 
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LETTER XVIII. 


| From the ſame to the ſame. 


| La M*, September 25. 
War: a ſtrange cataſtrophe! , .'.... and 
how much it will ſurpriſe-you!..... I am 
yet quite moved at it, and I ſhall have 
much difficulty to draw up my narrative 
with any degree of order. 

| Yeſterday, which was the great day ap- 
pointed for the interview, Madame de 
Roſmond and her female friend were ſhut 
up together the whole morning, ſo I did 
not ſee either of them till dinner-time, 
The Counteſs, as on the day before, was 
low-ſpirited, abſent, and ſilent. On rifing 
from table, I quitted her in order to look 
for * 1 found him already on the 

| road ; 
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road ; we got off our horſes, and walked 
together into the wood: I communicated 
to Poligni the detail of my obſervations 

on the Counteſs ; we exhauſted ourſelves 
in comectures; all that Poligni could di- 
vine was, that the Counteſs would require 
him to turn Capuchin, or even Chartreux. 
He had time to ſay a great many more 
fooliſh things of this kind, for we waited 
for upwards of two hours 3 at laſt a ſer- 

vant, placed as a watch on the high road, 

came to tell us that he perceived the 

Counteſs's carriage. At the expiration 

of. a few minutes, we ſaw. Madame de 

Roſmond appear, arm in arm with her 

female friend: We advanced to meet 

them; the . Counteſs ſeemed. extremely 
moved, ſhe even trembled.; but on her 
face was ſcen only the expreſſion of indig- 
nation and anger... . She fat down on. 


the trunk of a tree, ns: made Agnes fir 
beſide . 


— 


Poligni 
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Poligni, aſtoniſhed beyond meaſure at 
a reception ſo diſcouraging, durſt not 
+reak ſilence: I began to ſpeak, although 
J certainly was not, myſelf, free from 
emotion. Well, Madam,” ſaid I tothe 
Counteſs, * my friend is come to receivg 
< your commands.” —* My commands?” 
rejoined ſhe, with a proud and diſdainful 
air: „J have none to give him! I would 
« not even hazard a piece of advice! 
« And why then, Madam, ſo many marks 
« of diſdain?” interrupted Poligni; 41 
« can bear with as much reſpect as pain, 
« your indifference, and even your hatred; 
« but I do not feel myſelf calculated to 
« endyre your contempt. I have been 
« blackened in your eyes: ſpeak; ex- 
« plain yourſelf ; give me the means of 
« juſtifying myſelf,” —< Juſtiſying your- 
ce ſelf ? that is impoſſible : you can only 
repair.“ Speak, Madam, I will con- 
. « found odious calumnies.” —« Remem- 
4 det Sir, that I have done every thing 
68 in. 
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ein my power to ſpare you an over- 
<< whelming confuſion. ...... But you 
e threatened to purſue me to every place 
ce in order to obtain an explanation; then 
ce you could not have failed to diſcover 
te this melancholy ſecret : I will therefore 
< acquaint you with it... . You ſhall 
* know why I could not admit you to my 
« houſe ; you ſhall learn that there is but 
e one method.” — In the name of hea- 
« yen, Madam,” interrupted 'Poligni, 
ce explain to me thisinconceivable enigma!” 
* Come, ſiſter, rejoined Madame de 


Roſmond, turning towards Agnes, . Lift 


„up your veil! ... . At theſe words, 
Agnes, reclined till now on the Counteſs's 
ſhoulder, lifted, with a trembling hand, 


the thick crape that entirely concealed 


her face... . . Pohgni looked at her, and 


turned pale, exclaiming: 4 Juft heaven! 
% Mademoiſelle de .Cernin ?”-, ... . Agnes 


dropped again her veil, and threw herſelf 


on 2 Madame de Roſmond, who, 


weeping, | 
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epi claſped her in her arms. 

There was a moment's ſilence. 'Polizni, 
quite diſmayed, leant againſt a tree, 
putting his two hands on bis face. .. ./, 
« Yes; tis me; ſaid Madame de Rof- 
mond, is that unfortunate young gitl, 
« ſeduced by you ſix years ago; ſhe was 
« then but teen .. Being the daughter of 
Ca gentleman of Picardy, ſhe was on the 


« point of being married to advantage; 


et ſhe was cheerfully going to wed an 
ee honeſt man by whom ſhe was adored, 
ard who was making his fortune 
« Unhappily for her, your regiment came 
te into quarters at Chauny l.. . You fell 
« in love with her; you took an ungene- 
te rous advantage of her inexperience and 
« ſenſibility l.... And you then aban- 
e doned her.. . This broke her old fa- 
„ ther's heart. . . . . He left more debts 
te than property, and this intereſting vic- 
* tim of your barbarity found herſelf, at 
« ſixteen, without an aſylum, + withour 

VOL, 111. E cc friends, 
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Ki en without protectors, without re- 
« ſources, with an unfortunate paſſion, a 

« diſhonoured name, and heart- rending 
e remorſe! ... . But,” continued the 
Counteſs, I ſee your tears flow, O 
* do not conceal them! Happy, a thou- 
e ſand times happy is he who can repair a 
ce great fault! Ah! 'tis aſſuming a new 
ce life! How great would be the joy of a 
cc penitent culprit, if God deigned to lead 
ce him back to the firſt fine days of his 
career, with the recolleCtion of his errors 
C and of his remorſe !'..... To be able 
c to recover innocence warmly regretted, 
« js it not to be born again?? .. . Ma- 
dame de Roſmond ſpoke with fire, with 
a vehemence of which it is . impoſſible 
for me to give you an idea..... There 
was ſomething irreſiſtible in the ſound of 


her voice, and in the ſublime expreſſion 


of her countenance, Poligni, bathed. with 
tears, fell at the feet of Agnes: © Diſpoſe 
te of me,” ſaid he to her, © I am yours; 

e dejgn 
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n deign to grant my pardon; deign, in 
« receiving my hand, to reſtore to me 
« peace of mind, your eſteem and my 
e own !”'— Ol my brother!“ exclaimed 
Madame de Roſmond, with the moſt 
pathetic accent..... © Yes; you are my 
« brother!” .... „ Tis at your feet,“ 
interrupted Poligni with enthuſiaſm, © that 
« I ſwear to conſecrate to her my life! 
« Was there ever an oath more ſacred ? 
« Yes ; to-morrow I will lead her to the 
« altar! No, Poligni,” ſaid Agnes; “ . 
« am grateful for the repentance which you 
© manifeſt ; but I. will never quit the bene- 
ce factreſs who has taken me in, who has 
«-conſoled me, for the man by whom I was + 
« deceived and forgotten ; love has ſerved 
e only to ruin me; friendſhip has healed 
ee all the wounds of my heart; to her, will 
« ] devote the reſt of my days.“ 
Madame de Roſmond and Poligni, in 
vain, combated this intention; Agnes per- 
liſted in it with as much perſeverance as 
12 | ſweetneſs. 


* 
BY — 


to do 1 in the ſequel, he will never induce 
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ſweetneſs. Towards the cloſe of the day 
Madame de Roſmond ſaid to Poligni 
the moſt flattering things, and promiſed 
him her friendſhip. Poligni, quite beſide 
himſelf, thought himſelf happy at that 
moment; he held Madame de Roſmond's 
hand between his, he bathed 1 it with tears. 
010-4 The two female friends got into 
their carriage ; for me, I dragged Poligni 


out of the wood; we threw ourſelves into 
a cabriolet that was waiting for us on the 


high road, and drove on tawards the town. 


of Ev, where I Nlepr. 


Poligni is very unfortunate. Madame 
de Roſmond is irrecoverably loſt for him, 
Agnes will certainly perſiſt in her reſolu- 
tion; bur ic is neither proper nor poſſible 
that ſhe can conſent to live under the 


fame roof with her ſeducer ; ſhe ought at 
preſent to ceaſe to deſpiſe and hate him ; ; 


and ſhe ovght alſo to ceaſe to ſee him. 


In ſhort, whatever Poligai may be able 


'the 


» 
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the Senden to ſhare his fentiments. 
Agnes facrifices- ambition, the greateſt 
eſtabliſhment, and, porhaps, love, to gra- 
titude and friendſhip: can the Counteſe, 

whoſe ſoul is ſo great and ſo alive to 
feeling, bring herſelf one day to give her 
hand to the ſeducer of ſuch a friend 
Poligni has already formed all theſe reflec- 
tions; he has made up his mind; but he 
1s diſconſolate. He returns to-morrow 
to Paris; he. will ſtay there but a ſhort 
time, being determined to travel for 
_ eighteen months or two years. 

Madame de Roſmond ſhews-me much 
friendſhip and confidence; ſhe has ſeveral 
times repeated to me that nothing in the 
world could induce her to marry, She 
ſaid to me, to-day, at the concluſion of a 
long converſation : © My heart is free; but 
« it is full!” . . . . On ſaying theſe words 
the ſighed; the tears ſwam in her eyes, 
and ſhe fell into a profound reverie..... 
There is certaioly in her life, as well as 

2 <5 _ 
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in her character and perſon, ſomething 
very extraordinary, and theſe myſterious 
veiled pictures. 


No ſtudy is more intereſting than that 
of a woman of ſuperior endowments, who 
poſſeſſes great originality. I obſerve 
Madame de Roſmond with an attention 
from which nothing can divert me; I al- 
ready perfectly know her mind; and 
am ſure that there does not exiſt one more 
noble, more feeling, and more refined. 
Her character is leſs eaſy to be penetrated; 
for it is not always naturally what it appears 
to be; not that ſhe has any diſſimulation 
in her; but becauſe ſhe has conceived the 
project of reforming herſelf in certain 
reſpects. 1 can never find in her any de- 
ceit; J am ſenſible, on the contrary, that 
if ſhe gave way to her inclinations ſhe 
would be frank even to giddineſs; but I. 
often ſee that ſhe checks herſelf, and that 
ſhe wiſhes to aſſume virtues which Nature 
has not beſtowed on her. Born proud 

and 
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and-jmpetuous, ſhe makes ſurpriſiog ef- 
forts to become bumble, mild, circumſpect, 
and phlegmatic. She labours at this with 
ardour and ſincerity; but as Deſtouches 
ins {a 1 2 


« Chaſſez: te naturel, il re vient au gal ..- 


Accordingly, her Arſt movements are ever 


at variance with her habitual manners. 


See her when nothing moves or irritates 


6 Here Madame de Genlis has taken on odpor.. 
tunity of ſhewing how far her country man, Deflouches,” 
in imitating a well-known line of Horace, has 


ſurpaſſed his original: 


% Naturam, expelles furca, tamen aſqve reeurret, 


of which Francis gives the following rather in- 
| different tran ſlation: 


* 00 Though Nature's driven out with proud diſdain, 
The powerful Goddeſs will return again.” 


* 


This is by no means ſo happily expreſſed as: 
« Chaſſez le naturel, il revient au galep.” N 


which may be Engliſhed thus: 
2 © nos Nature, ſhe hurrĩes back ſull ſpeed. — 
; Tranſlators note. 
E 4 her, 


= 


0 THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 

her, every thing in her announces mildneſs 

and humility ; ſurpriſe her in a moment 

of trouble and agitation, you will diſcover 
in her an exceſſive haughtineſs, an energy 
by no means common, and a vivacity that 
amounts even to viclence. She does not 
endeavour to hide her failings; ſhe wiſhes 
ſincetely to conquer them. Although 
he has an extreme philanthropy, ſhe in 
| 5 general deſpiſes mankind; ſhe is unfoci- 

able; ſhe attaches no value to the opinion 

of the world: in labouring thus for her- 
ſelf, ſhe wiſhes not to impoſe on any one; 
The acts only for the ſake of her own con- 
ſeience. Superficial or malicious ob- 
ſervers, can ſee in her only an inconſiſtent, 
fantaſtical, and even artful woman; but 
her incongruities are redeemed by quali- 
ties ſo eminent, by a ſoul of a temper ſo 
ſuperior, that it is impoſſible to love her 
' mederately when one is thoroughly ac- 
e wich her. 


1 ſend | 


garden and all the inſcriptions; I ave 
employed, in this work, all the zeal and 
activity with which I muſt be inſpired by 
the deſire of obliging you and the hope 
of pleaſing the charming Leocadie.. | 

I have talked a great deal of you and: 
of your neighbours,. to Madame de Roſ- 
mond, and I have intereſted her in ſuch a 
manner, that ſhe has aſked me all poſſible 
queſtions on this ſubject. O! why is ſhe 
ſo unſociable, and why, beſides ſhyneſs, is: 
the very name ſhe bears a real obſtacle to 
an intimacy which would, in other reſpects, 


be ſo well ſuited! One of the wiſhes of 
my heart would be to have itin my power 


to take Madame de Roſmond into the 


walking in theſe, 


P. S. J ſend with ee wth 


which I neither love nor eſteem; but the 
S any noiſe: fince- the 
5 E 5. | | death 


gardens of Erne ville, and: to ſte Pauline 


5 : 


death of 1 0 lire and Rouſſeau ; it is the 
Cot Mons of the latter. They will not, 
I believe, have your ab/o/ution., 8 
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LETTER XIX. 


From Moxsikzux pu ResNti-t0.the 
Viscouxr DE ST. Miran, _ 
| Gilly, February 24. 


Ian charmed, my dear friend, with the 
young artiſt that you have ſent me; in- 
dependently of his painting divinely, he 
is very amiable, ſprightly, and engaging. 
He goes twice a week to Erne ville, 
to give leſſons to Leocadie ; he is enrap · 
tured with her diſpoſitions and with the 
talent which ſhe already has for drawing, 
and for which ſhe is indebted to Pauline. 
This-child, who has juſt attained her ninth 
ds - a year, 


/ AS 
* ee 22 e. 
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year, within theſe few days, is really. 4 
bewitching creature. I love we e 
ſent for her own ſake, 2 3 78 
I have no near relations, I ſhall never 
marry again, and, between ourſelves, at 
the bottom of my heart, I have alſo adopted 
Leocadie ; by ſecuring to her my fortune, 
we ſhall neither be uneaſy, about her eſtab- 
lihment nor in a hurry to marry her. 
How pleaſing is it to me to aſſociate my- 
ſelf thus to the ſentiments of Pauline] and, 
even to her deſtiny, which 1s ſo intimately, 
connected with that of this child! 
We have finiſhed the plan, in relief, of 
the Counteſs de Roſmong's garden; [ 
ſay we, for we have all worked at it. 
We ſent td Paris for little figures of Seve 
china, which make the ſtatues of Truth, 
Virtue, &c.;. the obeliſks, the temples, 
and the grottoes are in paſteboard. The 
trees are imitated to perfection, and the 
whole is ornamented. by a multitude of 
charming little artificial flowers, We 
E 6 have 


* 
. 
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have placed all the inſcriptions; in fort, 
this plan is the prettieſt thing that can be 
feen of the kind, and it certainly gives a 
very juſt idea of the original. . We hope 
that you will come and ſee us this ſummer; 
my neighbours wiſh it as much as I do 
myſelf, Adieu, my dear Viſcount, always 
fpeak to me of Madame de Roſmond ; 
fince Poligni can no longer have any 
hopes, I have conceived fome very lively 
ones for you, and whatever you may ſay 
of the matter, I will preſerve them ; for 
1 am ſure that they will be realized. 
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LETTER XR, 


From the ViscounT DE Sr. MERAN 75 
MoNSIEUR DU RESNEL. 


| Paris, March 28, 
F amt going, my dear friend, to announce 
to you, a piece of news that will. have a 
great effe in your province. The 
Dutcheſs de K * will go this ſummer 
to the waters of Bourbon-Lancy; it is. 
Madame d' Olbreuſe who has determined 
her on this journey, and ſhe will accom- 
pany her. D' Olbreuſe is the friend of 
the Marquis d'Erneville. I imagine that 
this old friendſhip i is one of the reaſons. 
that has. occaſtoned Bourbon-Lancy to be 
| preferred ; for it is Madame d'Olbreuſe 
who. made the whole arrangement. The 


5 phyſicians, > 
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phyſicians ordered for our Princeſs the 
waters of Forges; her female friend re- 
commended to her thoſe of Bourbon ; and 
we have found out that, provided a perſon 
takes a journey and drinks mineral waters, 
the faculty ought to be contented, and if 
the patient be not cured, it wyll always be 
the doctors that are to blame. 

Do you ſee, from this diſtance, what the 
Preſence of a princeſs of the blood will 
produce at Bourbon, at Luzi, and in the 
environs? And the vexation, the deadly 
rancour that will be occaſioned by the dif 
tinguiſhed preference, ſo natural, which, 
will be given. to the inhabitants of Erne- 
ville ? 
T believe that ſhe will ſet out in bs 
month of July, or at lateſt in the month 

of Auguſt. I ſhall certaialy be one of 
the party; there are now but two journies 
that are intereſting to me, to Gilly and to 
La M * *. | 


- * : - 
5 Madame 
2 2 7 : 0 me 
3 yo 2 ; * 2 4 
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Madame de Roſmond leaves Paris in 
three weeks; ſhe takes with her to La 
Mx her nephew, Count Jules, the Duke 
de Roſmond's ſon, a young man of fifteen, \ 
charming in every reſpe&, and who,. far - 
from having the vices and the frivolity of 
his father, already diſplays all the virtues of 
his mother and of his aunt, Fortunately 
the Duke has never interfered in his edu- 
cation, in which the Counteſs de Roſmond 
has been particularly. engaged for theſe 
laſt five or ſix years. In ſhort, this young 
man has for his preceptor an eceleſiaſtic of 
the moſt uncommon. merit, who is the 
moſt intimate friend of Madame de Roſ- 
mond. [= 5c: . 
Adieu, my friend; let me know whe- 
ther you are ſtill as well fatisfied with. 
young Sauval. 
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_ EET TER ANI. 
From thi CounTzss DR RoSMOND to the 
. ViscounT De ST. MERaN, 


| Paris, April 10. 

I aw. going to anſwer you, Sir, with all 
the frankneſs that you have a right to ex- 
pect from me. I have learned to be ſilent 
b but I ſhall, all my life, be incapable 
of deceit! I will tell you more than you 
aſk me; for, were I to content myſclf 
with/ anſwering your queſtions, I ſhould 
certainly not deprive you of a chimerical 
hope; and to leave it you. woe: be to 
| deceive you. 
I have not an anfortunate paſſion; my 
heart,. as it is improperly termed, is free; 
that 1 is to ſay, L am not in love; butis this 
enthuſiaſm 
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enthufiaſm of a day, this frail ſentiment, the 
only one that can occupy and fill an im- 
paſſioned ſoul? Is it the only one that can | 
exalt an ardent imagination?..... Ah! 
I mult confeſs it to you, my heart and my 
future proſpect are no longer my oẽ an. 
[ have given the one without reſerve ; and 
the other no longer depends on myſelf; 

Your eſteem is valuable to me, becauſe 
your friendſhip is become neceſſary, You 
love me; therefore I have no occaſion to 
clear myſelf to you of the execrable crime 
that calumny lays to my charge. 

To fear that you might ſuſpect of adul- 
tery and inceſt her for whoſe hand you 
aſk, would be to inſult and miſtake 
you. | 1 1 

Hewever, independently of the private 
affections of my heart, there is a ſecret and 
Invincible obſtacle, which nothing can do 
away, and which alone would always pre- 
vent me from thinking of marriage ! 


I ſet 
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J ſet out to-morrow for La M x with 
Agnes, the reſpectable Abbe, and my 
nephew. Come and join us there again 
whenever you can, and I give you my 
word to reveal every thing to you. I hope 
that at leaſt friendſhip may be able to 
make you amends. | 8 


« Elle a, comme Pamour, ſa derniere faueur- 
« Oeft ſon ſecret le plus intime v. 


LETTER XXI. "mM 
From Monxsizux D'Orctval to. the 
- CHEVALIER CE CELTAS, 


| 8 1s | Auguſt 6. 
Arr the Princeſs's baggage is already 
arrived; Bourbon-Lancy is all confuſion. | 

"# Like love, friendihip hai her Nl favour, 

"Tis her moſt intimate ſecret, La Moi be. 


All 
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All the lodgings in the town are prepared; 
all the harangues are compoſed; every 
body is agog for twelve miles round. Come 
then, my dear Chevalier, you who are of 
one of the firſt families 1n the province, you 
will certainly be among the ele. As for 
me, a good country- fellow, without any 
pretenſions, I ſhall remain quietly in my 
manſion. Between ourſelves, this may 
become very embarraſſing to my brother, 
who has had the folly to aſſimilate him- 
ſelf to the nobility; for if the Princeſs, as 
it is ſaid, does not deviate from etiquette, 
it is impoſſible that he can be admitted to 
her parties; perhaps, on account of the 
perſonal birth of Pauline, an exception 
might have been made; but the Princeſs. 
is a woman of very auſtere manners, and 
will certainly not be willing to grant ſuch a 
diſtinction to a woman whoſe character is. 
entirely gone. And you may well ſuppoſe 
that the Princeſs will, the very next day 
after her arrival, hear all the ſcandalous 
hiſtory. 


ther and his wife are, at this moment, at the 
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hiſtory. You know the talk of the coun- 
try ; and the greateſt enemies of my bro- 


waters of Bourbon, in order to pay their 
reſpects to the Princeſs, The old Mar- 
chioneſs of Tu *, with her family, has 

been there this week, Her brother was, 
for fifteen years, attached to 4 * A * pa- 
lace; which inſures her a- diſtinguiſhed 
reception; beſides, ſhe is alſo, through 
her huſband, of a very great family. 
hort, ſhe has the malice of hell; ſhe has a 
a wonderful keenneſs, and a great know- 
ledge of the world, having made ſeveral 
journies to Paris. For forty years ſhe 
has deteſted every thing of the name of 
d' Erneville; judge of the prepoſſeffions 
with which ſhe will inſpire the Princeſs. 
Come then, you will have a near view of 
all this; and you will relate to us all theſe. 
intrigues, with which we will amuſe our- 
| ſelves like philoſophers. 
"Ita: 


THE RIVAL "MOTHERS, 93 


Deniſe, who went the other day to 
Bourbon to dine at the young Countels 
de Tx * & s, lays, that all that party with 
for you extreme). 


LETTER XXII. 


T ChzEvalIzx's Azſwer. 


Autun, Auguſt g. 

So many great people frarcely now mate 
ary impreſſion on me] But as I was to go 
quite naturally into your neighbourhood 
this month, I ſhall make no change in my 
arrangements in order to avoid ſeeing a 
charming and reſpectable Princeſs, whoſe 
reputation is ſo perfect in every reſpect; 
that one would ardently defire to know 
her perſonally, were ſhe even no more 
than a private ckaracter. 


The 
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„The whole article of your letter relative 
to your brother is delicately and judici- 
ouſly fancied. The Marchioneſs de T # # + 
will very properly be the woman of qua- 
ty, the beſt treated by the Princeſs ; and 
this is a thing ſo juſt and ſo ſimple, that 
no one will think of being jealous about it : 
the Marchioneſs 1s a lady of a merit truly 
ſuperior ; ſhe is malicious only to her 
enemies ; and, after all, this is politically 
a very good plan to adopt; it is a great 
mean of acquiring conſideration, and, in 
the world, a perſon is never oppreſſed, 
when he is conſtantly an obliging friend 
and a dangerous enemy. I ſhall wait on 
her at Bourbon with an extreme plcaſure; 
I have always been one of her. great ad- 
mirers. I ſhall ſet out next week, and, 
before all, I ſhall come and ſpend three or 
four days with you. 


Adieu, my dear fellow ; my 3 to 
Madame een and to little Zephy- 
rine, PT nt” + 


% 
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LETTER XXIV. 


From Moxsikux bu RESNEL 0 2he 
| BaRONESS DE VORDAC. 


Gilly, Auguſt 22, 
Ian really in deſpair, Madam; the dark 
enviers of our friends triumph; you have 
no idea of the wicked plots that are hatch- 
ing at Bourbon. Unfortunately the Viſ- 
count de St. Meran, as well as Monſieur 
and Madame &d'Olbreuſe, have not been 
able to ſet off at the ſame time as the 
Princeſs, and are not yet arrived; ſo that 
the old Marchioneſs de T * x, her in- 
ſipid family, and the Chevalier de Celtas, 
&c, &c. may, quite at their eaſe, calum- 
niate the inhabitants of Erneville, The 
Dutcheſs de à * & has with her at this 
moment, only two ſhowy and volatile 


young 
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young ladies, who appear to be amuſed 
at theſe acts of malice ; they were ſeen, at 
the public ſpring, holding in their hand 
the infamous libel; and they were heard to 
ſing, in a faint voice, thoſe abominable 
ſtanzas. It is ſaid, that the Princeſs, on 
ſpeaking of the adoption of Leocadie, 
expreſſed the greateſt indignation ; in 
| ſhort, the moſt ſarcaſtic epigrams are 
quoted, and the moſt offenſive derifion is 
recurred to. What a victory for the Che- 
valier de Celtas and his friends.. 
Monſieur and Madame d' Orgeval are fo 
deficient both in underſtanding and in 
feeling, as to experience a ſtupid joy at all 
theſe atrocities; they have been twice to 
Bourbon te dine at Madame de Tæ Ax &. 
Madame d'Orgeval was at the ſpring laſt 
Thurſday ; the Princeſs ſpoke to her, a 
favour which is due to the protection of 
the Marchioneſs de TA, and to. the 
Jentiments of the Chevalier de Celtas, and 
which ſhe certainly attributes to her own 
r graces. 
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graces .. . O! how I hate miſchief- 
makers when they ſucceed !.,... 

Do you conſider, Madam, that theſe 
ſhameful calumnies will find their way even 
to Paris, and that they will here acquire a 
weight and an. importance which they 
have never hitherto had) My God! 
Madam, could you not go to Bourbon ? 
Why not get yourſelf introduced to the 


Princeſs? I am now afraid that Sr. Me- 
ran will not come at all... . I am un- 


eaſy ; I am exaſperated; pray favour. me 
with a word of anſwer, 


—_— x 
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LETTER XXV. 
The BaronEss's Anſwer. 


\ Auguſt 2 3. 


An! bellevi me, I ſhould be at Bour- 


bon, had I been able to obtain leave. But 
all my entreaties have been vain, I 
was anſwered that the Marchioneſs de 
Tux being in high favour, I ſhould 
certainly be confounded in the crowd, and 


that, perhaps, I ſhould experience ſome 


mortification ; and theſe conſiderations of 
ſelf-love have prevailed over every other. 


W hat I have ſuffered tor this week paſt is 


inexpreſſible! 


Alas ! the Baron 3 is in the right; ; thoſe 


who ſucceed in this world are conſtantly 
fools, intriguers, and knaves. 


2 | , S. 
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P. S. I open my letter to tell you that 
Madame Regnard, who is juſt come from 
Bourbon, ſaw arrive at the gate, at the 
moment when ſhe was coming away, the 
Count and the Counteſs d'Olbreuſe, and 
the Viſcount de St, Meran in the fame | 
carriage. . Ah! I breathe, we ſhall now 
have defenders. | 


LETTER XXVI. 


From the ſame. to the Couxrzss b'ERr- 
NEVILLE, 


Erneville, September 5, 
Ar .d Madam, the miſchief-makers 
are balked, belied, and confounded; I 
ſhall, as long as I live, love the Counteſs 
d'Olbreuſe. She, who knew nothing of 
Pauline, has, from the firſt moment, — 
* moſt ardent zeal in defending her; 
F 2 the 
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the next day after her arrival, ſhe went 


with her huſband and the Viſcount de St, 


| Meran to Erneville ; which greatly ſur- 


priſed the inhabitants of Bourbon, the 
more eſpecially as it was immediately ſeen 
that Madame d' Olbreuſe was the Favourite, 
the moſt beloved, and the moſt eſteemed. 
The following day, at the ſpring, Madame 
d'Olbreuſe talked of nothing but Erneville 
and Pauline with the warmeſt enthuſiaſm, 
and in preſence of the two Marchioneſſes 
de T ** & and their adberents. 

Judge, Madam, of the ſpite and of the 
inward rage they muſt have felt. 
Two days after, the Princeſs had all this 
gang to dinner, and a great many other per- 
ſons, After dinner, the company fat down'to 
the cavagnole table ; in. the courſe of an 
hour, the Princeſs got up, ſaying, that ſhe 
was obliged to go out a little earlier than 
uſual, becauſe ſhe intended to walk in the 
gardens of Erne ville... . This was ſo 
terrible a thunder-ſtroke that it is aſſerted 

the 
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the old Marchioneſs was almoſt thrown 
into an apoplexy. Her friends were 
obliged to open all the windows, and to 
make her ſmell to ſome ſtrong ſalts. The 
Chevalier de Celtas turned pale, coloured, 
fretted, and foamed ;. but, thank heaven? 
he did not die on the ſpot; Providence had 
in ſtore for him ſome far different tor- 
ments, | | 


The Princeſs invited Pauline and her 
huſband to come to Bourbon. The next 
day, Madame d'Olbreuſe called and beg- 
ged Pauline to take her to my houſe. I 
received, with open arms, this amiable viſit, 
for which I was indebted to my dear Pau- 
line, I have been with the Baron to 
Bourbon; we were preſented to the Prin- 
ceſs; and laſt Wedneſday we dined there, 


with Albert and Pauline. 

When Madame d'Olbreuſe arrived, the 
Princeſs was terribly prepoſſeſſed againſt 
Pauline; but an hour's converſation with 
her favourite did away all the effect of the 
F 3 calumnies, 


„ pitiful part; Pauline's revenge will be 
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ealumnies. In ſhort, Pauline has per- 
ſonally charmed the Princeſs. She tri- 
umphs with an enchanting modeſty. For 
me, Madam, I own to you that I am very 
inſolent; it is impoſſible for me to enjoy 
with moderation the ſucceſs of my friend. 

The rage of Madame de T and 
her. family is inexpreſſible; but that of 
the Chevalier de Celtas is ſtill more vio- 
lent ; at preſent every one blames them; 
they are forſaken, cenſured, and unmaſked ; 
but ftill I do not think them ſufficiently 
puniſhed. 2 
_ Monſieur and Madame OOTY inall 
this; have, in their uſual way, acted a mean 


to obtain them the favour of being ad- 
mitted to the Princeſs's houſe. — | 


This, Madam, is all the news, which, 
F aſſure you, makes here a very lively 
ſenſation. I know how much it will pleaſe 
your maternal heart; I dare believe that 
the ſatisfaction which I myſelf experience 
enn * | can 
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can give me a preciſe idea of yours, Re- 
ceive, with your accuſtomed benevolence ; 


the aſſurances of my Wee and 2 | 
gte attachment. 


LETTER XXVII. 

From the ſame to the fame. | 
September I 3. 6 

I KNOW, Min, that Pauline. has Write 
ten to you to-day ;. but | know alſo that, 
reſpecting every thing which concerns her, 
you will find that I relate much better than 
the does; for her modeſty deprives you. 
of details that would afford you the moſt 

ſatisfaction. 

The Princeſs dined at ed lk 
Saturday, Pauline having deſired to have 
from her the lift of the perſons that ſhe 


withed ſhould be invited, the Princeſs an- 
ws”: ſwered 


\ 
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ſwered her under her own hand: * bat ſbe 
« went to ſee ber friends without any eti- 
« quette, and that all ſhe ſhould meet 
with at Erne ville would be agreeable to 
sher.“ In conſequence, the worthy Mon- 
ſieur du Reſne! was invited, as well as 
Monſieur and Madame d' Orgeval. There 
was alſo a lady from Toulouſe who is at 
the waters, and whoſe name is the Counteſs 
de * ***. She is a widow about thirty, 
handſome, amiable, rich, and who appears 
to have taken a great fancy to Monſieur du 
Reſnel. So ſhe may, very probably, be- 
come one of our neighbours. The Prin- 
ceſs arrived with all her ſuite; we were 
in all four and twenty perſons, without 
reckoning the children. The ladies in 
waiting on the Princeſs are young and 


pretty; one of them is a widow, ſhe does 
not pleaſe me: | 


« Elle a Tapi ferile, et le babil fecond *. 


. » She has an empty noddle and a flippant tongue. 
| Du Fręſay. 


The 
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The other is tolerably amiable. - Every 
thing went off in perfection. Pauline was 
more charming than ever; ſhe was neither 
in a buſtle, nor over-hurried nor embar- 
raſſed. She anticipated all, ſaw all, and 
was equal to all. She received the marks 
of kindneſs ſhe wn her by the Princeſs with 

a reſpectful gratitude mixed with feeling 
| and dignity; in ſhort, with a deportment and 
manners that exhibited the juſt meaſure of 
| all that it was neceſſary to expreſs. She 
was dreſſed with her uſual elegance; I 
never ſaw her look more blooming and 
more handſome. The Princeſs and her 
ladies cannot be | perſuaded that ſhe is 
twenty-eight years and a half old, the 
ſcarcely appears to be twenty. 

The Princeſs is affable, gay, and chatty. 
She ſpoke to Mademoiſelle du Rocher, 
who, from that moment, compared her to 
Man dane, to Clelia, and to all the moſt 
famous heroines of romance that her me- 
mory can recall to her mind. During 
F 5 | this 


5106 TRE RIVAL MOTHERS, 8 
this grand day, Monſicur and Madame 
d'Orgeval made Albert and Pauline ſuffer 
more than once: Deniſe, by her preten- 
ſion to tively and volatile graces ; and her 
huſband, by his vulgarity. He wiſhed, 
with the Princeſs, to have the air of free- 
dom, not knowing that with perſons of 
tis rank, familiar manners are equally 
.unbecoming and ridiculous. I believe 
that, 1 in the bottom of her heart, the Dut- 
cheſs de 2 thought him fooliſh and 
impertinent; but, far from betraying any | 
idea of the kind, ſhe invited him with 
much. grace to come and ſee her at Bour- 
bon. _ Monſieur and Madame d'Orgeval 
| being afraid of appearing dazzled by this 
favour, almoſt received it with diſdain, 
I think that the moſt ſtupid follies which we 
can commit, are always occafioned by 
pride, joined to bad taſie and a want of the 


knowledge of the world. | 
Leocadie was. univerſally admired. The 


Princeſs eareſſed her exceſſively ; but two 
perſons, 


_— 7 ds. 4 at thei net 8 
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perſon, above all, were particularly taken 
with her,, Madame d'Olbreuſe and the 
Viſcount de St. Meran. Madame d'Ol- 
breuſe conjured Pauline to give her a 
picture of this child; Pauline confented: 
with pleaſure, and, in conſequence, Mon- 
feur Sauval, at this moment, is painting 
'Le&ocadie for the fourth time. In che 
midſt of theſe brilliant doings, this charms 
ing little girl diſplayed the greateſt ' good - 
nature; ſhe thought only of ſhewing off 
her friend ZEphyrine to the Princeſs and 
to Madame d'Olbreuſe, and in a delicate 


and affecting manner, infinitely above her ; 


age. But nothing can diſarm envy. I 
heard Madame d'Orgeval ſay that theſe 
generous attentions were not "OA Joe 
vie to. | 

The day before yeſterday, the Dutchefs 
de *** went to Gilly to ſee the houſe and 
the fine collections of our philoſopher, who 

gave her a ſuperb collation, to which all the 
'F6 good 
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good neighbourbood was invited. On return- 
ing to Bourbon, the Princeſs took Lẽocadie 
away with her in her landau. She was 
ſeen to arrive holding this child on her lap. 
Madame de TA was at her window, 
which looks into the ſtreet; the Chevalier 
de Celtas was on foot in the ſquare, Le- 
ocadie paſſed the night at Bourbon in the 
apartment of Madame d'Olbreuſe. The 
poor little girl, ſeparated from Pauline, 
was ſo low - ſpirited that nothing could 
divert her mind, not even the preparations 
of a ball given on her account. Veſter- 
day this children's ball took place at the 
Dutcheſs de 3 * 8. I was there with 
Pauline, Madame d'Orgeval, and Ze&- © 
phyrine. The ball was charming ; but 
nothing was ſeen but Leocadie ; ſhe dances 
like Pauline, and her beauty was truly 
angelic. Maurice was alſo much praifed 
for his dancing and his pretty figure 3 and 
1 ſaw. pride, mixed with ſoft emotion 

: | and 
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and joy, pourtrayed on the ſweet face of 
Pauline. The Dutcheſs de * # * & and the 
young mothers danced till three o' clock 
in the morning. It is unneceſſary to tell 
you that Pauline was unrivalled at the 
night ball; but theſe are not the triumphs 
that can make her proud. - Albert, not- 
withſtanding all our entreaties and thoſe of 
the Princeſs, could not be . nee on to 
dance. 
The Chevalier de Celtas came to the 
night ball. He had armed himſelf with * 
effrontery ; but his ſpleen and ill-humour 
burſt forth every moment, in ſpite of him- 
| ſelf, The Princeſs named him once to 
dance with her. I came out of the ball- 


room that I might not ſee this cotilion | 
danced. g 


The little children of the Marchioneſs 
de T * were invited to the children's 
ball, and did not come. The whole fa- 
mily look ſour at the Princeſs; they will 

8 all 
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all ſet off next week; which vil be the 
mote ridiculoas as they had taken their 
apartments for two months. I think that 
the Chevalier de Celtas will alſo return 
very ſhortly to Autun; and with a rage 
o much the more violent, as he will not 
have the reſouree of calumniating us and 
denying our triumphs; for we have here 
five perſons from Autun who will give an 
impartial teſtimony of all that has paſſed. 
Beſides, the Chevalier began by ſhewing 
the greateſt enthuſiaſm for the Dutcheſs 
de *##; he, moſt probably, has not 
failed. to write to his numerous correſ- 
pondents that ſhe is handiome, witty, vir- 
tuous, in ſhort, an accompliſhed Princeſs ; 
for his manner of judging is very ſimple, 
and it may always be foreſeen : it is en- 
tirely founded on the opinion that he ſup- 
poſes a perſon entertains of him, He 
aſſerts. very gravely that he prefers Ma- 
dame d' Orgeval's face to that of Pauline. 
As 
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As ſoon as you can neither admire him 
nor love him, you are ugly, fooliſh, and 
vicious; but as ſoon as you. think him 
amiable; you have every perfection. Like 
the ancients, he has but two colours; but 
unfortunately, they are always falſe. 
There is, between him and the d'Orge+- 

vals, a great coolneſs. Since the latter 
are admitted to the Princeſs's, they have 
ceaſed going to Madame de T's * #'s. All 
this has produced an infinite deal of tittle- 
_ tattle, and I hope that Monſieur d'Orgeval 
will end by beingentirely difguſted with the 
bad connexions which alone have occa- 
fioned almoft all his faults. He is a 
ſhallow man ; but, at bottom, he is not 
maliciouss He would even have been 
good- natured, and would never have taken 

it into his head to be jealous of his brother, 3 
but for flattery, which has given him ſo 
much ridiculous preſumption. I will not 
ſay the ſame thing of his wife; ſhe is na- 


turally deceitful and envious. | | 
yy 93 The 
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© The Princeſs goes. away on the ad of 
next month ; but Madame d'Olbreuſe and 
her huſband will not leave us till the 19th, 
as they are to ſpend a fortnight at Erveville 
caſtle. | 6 

Adieu, Madam, preſerve me your kind- 
neſs which is ſo dear to me; I will venture 
to ſay that I am worthy of it from my af- 
fection for Pauline, and my filial reſpect 
for you. 
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LETTER XXIX. 


From the Catvalitcs DE Cerrtas 7 the 


CounTEess' DE Bmu##, Canoneſs of 
Alix. . 


Autun, Sept. 18. 
I'nzRE is no Princeſs on earth that 
can poſſibly make me forget my amiable 
couſin; but, during the time that I was 
at Bourbon, I was fo imperiouſly diſpoſed 
of, that it was not in my power to con- 
ſecrate a moment to intereſts much dearer 
to me than thoſe of vanity. The Dutcheſs 
de # # # # loaded me with marks of kind- 
neſs. * It is a great pity that this Princeſs 
ſhould have for a favourite a woman juſtly 
cried down and blown upon, the Counteſs 
d'Olbreuſe, a ſuperannuated coquette with- 
out graces, without wit; but anable intriguer, 
; and 
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and the more dangerous, as ſhe ſticks at 
nothing. I had not the good fortune to 
pleaſe her; for, from her reputation, and 
from what I faw of her, I could not con- 
ceal from her the profound conte mpt with 
which ſhe inſpired me, and I own that! 
have no merit in having been able to reſiſt 
her advances and allure ments. 

What you have been told of the brilliant 
doings of the d' Erne villes, is exceed- 
ingly exaggerated ; - previous to the arrival 
of Madame d'Olbreuſe, the Princeſs, leſt 
to herſelf, had ſhewn the warmeſt indig- 
nation reſpecting the pretended adoption, 
&c.: but, afterwards, through com- 
plaiſance for her favourite, ſhe, to the great 
ſeandal of all the nobility, received at her 
houſe people ſo little worthy, in every 
reſpect, of being admitted. However, 
when we are not in our place, it is impoſ- 
ſible to avoid certain humiliations, and the 
great Albert put up with ſeveral. For in- 


ſtance, the Princeſs gave a ball, to which, 
Dia | 9 
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he had permiſſion to come; but under the 
expreſs condition of not dancing: was not 
this provoking to the firſt dancer in he 
province? I, who have no pretenſions to 
this talent, and wiſhed even to be only a 
ſpectator, was named to dance with the 
Princeſs, "_ how much ] was en- 
vied! 


As for the fudden intimacy” of Madame 
d'Olbreuſe and the wonderful-Marchioneſs, 
it is founded on the conformity of their 
characters and conduct. During the Mar- 
quis's ſtay in Paris, he intrigued with Ma- 
dame d'Olbreuſe, who was then ten years 
younger, the widow of Monſieur de 
SA + %, and who had not then taken a 
ſecond huſband. She became with child, 
and was privately delivered of that little 
Stephen adopted by the Counteſs d'Erne- 
vile. So ſhe ſaw with much indulgence 
young Lãocadio. Pauline's adventure ap- 
pears to her nothing more than a 58 


natural 1 wry: licaple foible. 


Here 
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Here I am returned to Autun. I way 
fo fick of the buſtle of Bourbon that I ſtole | 
away from the place at the moment when 
it was leaſt expected. Will you come and 


ſee us this winter? Do not deprive me of 
a hope that will make me ſo happy. Adieu, 
my lovely couſin, I ſhall wiite to you 
again this week by Bcl#+ *, who intends 
to return to Lyons in a few days. 


LETTER XXX. 


From the B:irontss DE VorDac 75 
the MaRCnioness D'ERNEVILLE, 


| Sept. 25. 
— I conceive, my dear friend, that 
with your diſpoſition and your inclinations 
you have a pleaſure in finding yourſelf 
a= in ſolitude, I am by no means aſto- 
ES | | niſned 
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niſhed that Madame d'Olbreuſe ſhould 
weep on quitting you, and ſtill leſs fo that 
ſhe ſhould promiſe to return... . My 
Pauline! .. . . I cannot conceal from you 
what I think ... . No; that is to me 
impoſſible. - You muſt know an idea which 
I condemn; but which I in vain repel, 
Do not ſcold me for it; be well aſſured, 
that 1 can entrult it to no one but you. I 
too love that good, that amiable Counteſs 
d'Olbreuſe ; there are ſo many graces in 
her perſon, ſo much frankneſs and com- 
placency in her diſpoſition ; ſhe is ſo na- 
tural and ſo tull of ſenſibility; her face is 
alſo. ſo agreeable, how can any one avoid 
loving her? And ſhe behaved ſo charm- 
ingly in regard to you! But, my dear 
friend, did you not remark what ſtruck 
me ſo forcibly? In ſincerity, does her 
affection for Leocadie appear to you a 
ſimple thing? ,. , . Moſt aſſuredly, Leo- 
cadie is an incomparable child: ſhe is an 

angel. But did you not ſee in what man- 
| ner 
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ner Madame d'Olbreufe looked at her, and 
how frequently, in contemplating her, the 
tears came into her eyes? And that curi- 
oſity reſpecting every thing that concerns 
| her, thoſe queſtions without end, that ex- 
treme deſire to have her picture. 
Conſider too, that it was Madame d'Ol. 
| breuſe who determined the Princeſs to 
prefer the waters of Bourbon . Con- 
ſider with what ardour the latter forbad 
your approach, betore ſhe had ſeen you. 
The former ſpeaks of your innocence with 
_ certainty |. Whence does ſhe derive 
this perſect confidence? She knows ſo 
little of you!.....I own to yoo, my 
friend, I never really bclieved that Ma- 
AM dame du Reſnel was the mother of Le- 
ocadie, and | think I have recognized her, 
fo as not to be able to miſtake in Madame | 
d'Olbreuſe. I know how injurious this 
idea is towards her ; we muſt attribute to 
her an inexcuſable weakneſs, ſince ſhe 
muſt have had that weakncls for another 
Ig man 
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man than him ſhe has married... . but 


how contradict the teſtimony of one's own 


eyes.. . I am now relieved; I have 
opened my heart to you. I am ſure that 
you will repel with ſeverity this idea ; but, 
my friend, you will never baniſh it from 


my mind. 
The beautiful Toulouſe lady has been 


here ſince yeſterday ; ſhe has a real paſſion 
for Monſieur du Reſael; ſhe thinks very 
ſeriouſly of marrying him, and has com- 
miſſioned me to ſound him on that ſubject. 
This is what I have already done before [I 
had a commiſſion to that effect, and I am 


certain that our philoſopher will never 
more riſk his freedom. I own to you that 


I am very glad of it; for it ſeems to me that 


if he was married again, he would be leſs 


our friend; and what a friend !.. . . it is 
his incomparable attachment to you that 


gained him my friendſhip. At preſent, 
I feel that I love him alſo for his own ſake ; 
I am well aware that 1 am to him no more 


* 
— 
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than the friend of Pauline; but this indireg 
ſentiment makes ſuch an impreſſion on 
me 1. . .it is ſufficient for me, I do not 


wiſh him to have any other. 


Adieu, my dear friend; you are expect- 
ed on Saturday at Gilly, and the maſter of 
the houſe there is preparing an agreeable 
ſurprize for Leocadie ; he will preſent her 
with a charming collection of ſpecimens of 
lava from Mount Veſuvius, and other curi. 


ous articles which he has ſent for from 


Italy on purpoſe for her. Endeavour to 
come earlier than uſual. 
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LETTER XXII. 
- The MaRCHIONESs's Anſwer, | 


Erneville, September 28. 


Moser aſſurediy I ſhall ſcold you, my friend. 
What a ſhameful idea is yours! I am ſo 
accuſtomed to be of your opinion, I con- 
| ſider you ſo much as another ſelf, that it 
ſeems to me that I am as guilty as you of 
this vile thought. I repent that you 
have had it. What! becauſe this intereſt - 
ing woman has done me juſtice, becauſe 
ſhe has given me the moſt amiable and 
the moſt uſeful proofs of eſteem and at- 


tachment, we ſhould have che 1ngratitude 
to ſuſpect her of an error the moſt de- 
grading! It is true ſhe has manifeſted a 
molt extraordinary partiality for Leocadie; 
vol. 11t. G but 


1 
* 
} 
; 
; 


122 THE RIVAL 'MOTHERS; 


but thus 1t 1s that people love this child; 
and, without mentioning Monſieur du 
Reſnel, did you not remark that the Viſ. 


count de St. Meran was ſo ſingularly 


taken with her, that, had Leocadie been 
a few years older, [ ſhould have thought 


him paſſionately in love with her? I ac- 


knowledge, however, that I was ſtruck at 
the manner in which Madame d'Olbreuſc, 
in our firſt tete-· d. tete, ſpoke to me of 
Leocadie's birth. It is a thing fo univer- 
ſally received that this child is my daugh- 
ter, that, for a long time paſt, I have no 
longer thought of clearing myſelf from 
this calumny; I know too well that all 
that I could ſay would appear but as falſe- 
hood; I ſhould feel a ſort of ſhame to 
deny formally what every one lo poſi- 

tively beheves. Therefore, when Madame 
d Olbreuſe ſpoke to me of this adventure, 
I ſimply replied that I had nothing to ſay 


on this ſubject, that I had made up my 


mind reſpecting the public opinion, and 
OY FN that 
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that I contented myſelf with the teſtimony 
of my own conſcience, On this, ſhe | 
embraced 'me with a tender emotion; 
ſaying to me every thing that could con- 
vince me that ſhe was thoroughly per- 
ſuaded of my innocence. Her tone of 
voice Was lo true, her expreſſions lo ſtrong, 

that it was impoſſible for me to de 
her fincerity. In ſhort, another thing that 
ſtruck me is, that ſhe aſked-me very few 
queſtions concerning the paſt, but ex- 
preſſed the moſt lively curioſity i in regard 
to the future, and to all my projects for 
Leocadie, I told her that I ſhould not 
declare to Leocadie her birth till the day 
of her firſt communion. I detailed to 
her my reaſons, which ſhe ſtrongly ap- 
proved; and ſhe conſtantly repeated to 
me that an obligation, which to me ought 
to be ſacred, was to inſpire Leocadie' with 
a warm affection for that unknown mother, 
who was ſo unhappy and 10 affectionate, 
Al this has ſuggeſted to me an idea much 


G 2 more 


124 THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 

more natural than yours; it is, that Ma- 
dame d'Olbreuſe knows this unhappy 
mother, and 1s, no. doubt, her confidant 
and friend. This ſuppoſition explains 
many tlungs ; among others, the choice 
that was made of me in entrolting to 
me the child. 

Albert, when in Paris, was ſo intimate 


with the Count and Counteſs d' Olbreuſe, 
and he ſpoke to them ſo often of me, that, 


probably, it is Madame d' Olbreuſe who 
conceived the idea of giving me this child. 
But let us keep all theſe conjectures to 
ourſelves. I did not betray to the 
Counteſs the ſhadow of a ſuſpicion; this 
ſecret not being her own, all my queſtions 
would be uſeleſs, and J have not ſpoken 
of it, either ta my mother or to my huſ- 
band. The former has never, for a mo- 
ment, doubted of my innocence.; and, 
; Albert, whatever proofs I may be able to 
give him of it, will, in this reſpect, be 
| always vavering, between error and truth. 

: I have 
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| have not been completely juſtified in 
his eyes, except during the firſt moments of 
the falſe declaration of Madame du Reſ- 
nel; but, a little time. after, I remarked 
very clearly that he had reſumed all his 
ſuſpicions. He has, on this point, ſuch 
a long habit of miſtruſt, that I really be- 
lieve he would preſerve, it even though 
the true mother were to declare herſelf 
and make her appearance. Your poor 
friend: will juſtify herſelf only on her 
death-bed!;.-. This is a ſweet conſola - 
tion that is inſured to me for my laſt mo- 
ments. After having, all my life, borne, 
without complaining, the overwhelming 
weight of calumny, I ſhall be believed 
when, on the brink of the grave, I ſhall 
call God to witneſs my innocence !- Then 
I ſhall fay to Albert: © You were unjuſt, 
and ſtill I loved you; I forgive you with- 
te out difficulty! .... All his doubts 
will vaniſn, and, at leaſt, he um honour 
wy memory! N 
| G 3 . - aa 
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Ah, my friend! how my heart is over- 
loaded at certain times!..,.. And 
how it is wrung when [I recolle& tae fe- 
licity that I enjoyed in my early youth, 
and during the firſt two years of my mar- 
riage ! l... Where are they, thoſe happy 
days! What are become of thoſe delicious 
hopes!.... Oh! who would have told 
me then that I could live without Albert's 
eſteem! ...... The recollections left by 
love, in time loſe all their charm ; they 
have no attraction, except in our youthful 
days; but, what an indelible recollection 
is that of a friendſhip ſo tender, a confi- 
dence ſo intimate, a ſentiment ſo peaceful, 
ſo pure; in ſhort, of an affection ſo per- 
fect l.. . This afflicting, yet cheriſhed 
re collection, will torment me in my old 
age, as well as at the preſent moment. 
Old agel... Formerly I contemplated 
it without any concern; I ſaw mine 
honoured by the confidence, gratitude, 
and eſteem of Albert!, .« But to grow 

| Do old 
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61d with his contempt! ... . Odious ex- 
iſtence, more frightful than annihilation ! 
.... When I have loſt thoſe attractions 
and thoſe talents which pleaſe him, when 
I no longer have any thing but a mind 
that he knows not, and a tarniſhed re- 
putation l.. . Great God! What will be 
my fate! .. . And now, even, how horri- 
ble would it be, had I had none but cold 
and daſtardly friends!... Ah! I am 
fully ſenſible of all that I oe to the 
friendſhip which: has protected and de- 
fended me with ſo much courage, zeal, 
and perſeverance !,, .. Believe me, my 
friend, HB is ys OT confola- 
tion. - 

Adieu; I promiſe you 10 arrive 00 
early at Gilly, on Saturday. 2 craing 


1 hs ibid d 
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LETTER XXXIL 


From the Duxe Dt RosmonD to the 
CounTzss'ps RosMonD bis Sifter, 


Paris, December 19. 


W HAT then; my dear fiſter, ſtill at L 
M*#, and December more than half 

gone] Do you intend to paſs the winter 
there ? Is the virtuous St, Meran, who is 
with' you, the cauſe of this project! 
And is your proud heart at length cap» 
tivateQ? ? . Ih cannot believe it; women, 


even the proudeſt, like you, eſteem goon 


characters; yet it is never but in favour of 
profligate fellows that we ſee them re- 
nounce their ſyſtem of indifference. I 
have laughed heartily at Poligni, who, in 
order to win you, thought of becoming 4 
convert, 


* — 


» 
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andert, and whom the deſire of pleaſing 
you has made the dulleſt of mortals. As 
for St. Meran, who, as every one knows, 
is madly in love with you, I will lay a 
wager that his reſpect and his timidity 
equa] his love; you have never inſpired 
any but paſſions of this kind; this is the 
reaſon why you have never loved. Who 
knows how far a man might have hurried 
you with giddineſs, boldneſs, and per- 
ſeverance ? If St. Meran had a little more 
knowledge of women, what a dance he 
would lead you in that ſolitude where you 
are not afraid to admit him! In his place, 
J ſhould be dreadfully piqued at this ſe- 
curity, and J ſhould conceive the bold de- 
fign of turning your brain, of bewildering 
you on the ſacred mountain, at the very 
foot of the altar of Virtue, This idea 
will appear to you monſtrous ;. but I do 
not conceive how your allegorical garden 
cad en your unhappy lovers with 
G5 others. 
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others. Jules writes you charming let. 
ters; but, with all the graces of his aunt, 
he has already ſome of her romantic ideas: 
poor Jules! how he will one day be the 
ſport and the dupe of the women! 

I will take, for the Abbe, all the ſteps 
which you deſire with ſo much ardour. 
He is a man of good family, and, no 
doubt, of very great merit; but with an 
auſterity of manners like his, prieſts obtain 
livings, not biſhoprics. However, I am 
ſenſible how flattering it would be to us 
to make a biſhop of my ſon's tutor, and 
1 hope that 1 ſhall ſucceed. The biſho- 
pric in queſtion is aſked for by the Prince 
de & * *, for the tutor of his ſon. Ma- 
dame de & * * *, become the implacable 
enemy of the Prince, ſeized the oppor- 
tunity of giving him this glaring mortifi- 
cation, and has promiſed me to employ 
all her intereſt in my behalf; and this, my 
dear Uranie, is the reaſon why the vir- 


5 tuous 


Pg 
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tuous man will have the preference, 
But for ſecret paſſions, intrigue, and 
favour, he would remain for ever in ob- 
ſcurity. | 

Adiev, my amiable Uranie, Your 
ſiſter-in-law complains loudly of an ab- 
ſence which has ſo long deprived her of 
you and her ſon; come back to us very 
ſhortly : it is neceſſary, for the affair of the 
Abbe, that you ſhould no longer delay 
your return. 4 
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f LETTER xXXII. 


From the Countzes DE . to the 
Viscount DE ST, ME#RAN. 


Paris, May 15. 
I sxxD you an expreſs, in order that you 
may ſhare my heart-felt joy. Our good 
Abbe. is appointed to the biſhopric of 
Autun. To obtain him this, nothing leſs 
was neceſſary than all the favour that my 
brother has enjoyed for theſe five years, 
and all the hatred of Madame de + 42 
for the Prince de x *. In ſhort, once, 
unintentionally, 'credit and intrigue have 
ſerved to reward virtue! Happy the dio- 
ceſe that ſhall be governed by ſuch a pre- 
late He will not proceed thither till to- 
wards the end of October, and then he 
will 
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will ſettle there for good ; we ſhall loſe 
him for ever. This will be a great void 
in my life; but I ſhall ,be conſoled by 
learning all the good actions that he will 
do. What pleaſure to ſee merit in its 
place! It is an enjoyment that we have 
ſo ſeldom! ... My brother conducted 
himſelf in; this buſineſs with a perſever- 
ance that I durſt not expect from his na- 
tural levity; he is delighted at his ſucceſs ; 
but the joy, which this ſort of triumph oc» 
caſions him, is troubled by a private chagrin 
of a moſt bitter nature, Poor Camille 
Dercy, his miſtreſs, died yeſterday of a 
pleurily! 7) My brother is extremely 
afflicted !.... 
Adieu, my friend; Agnes ſays to you 
a thouſand affectionate things. We ſtill 
hope that you will be here on the 2d or 
3d. 
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LETTER XXXIV. 

2271 f 199 [ 

Prom the Marquis D'ERNEVILLE 70 his 
Mother the COUNTESS, 


Erneville, May 25. 


Aras! my dear mother, the unfortunate 
Camille no longer exiſts l... D'Ol- 
breuſe writes me word that, on the I 4th 
of this month, ſhe died, of a pleuriſy, on 
the fifth day of her illneſs l. . So young 
too l.. . How preſent ſhe is to my recol- 
lection .... How forget that perfect 
figure, ſo noble, ſo expreſſive, ſo brilliant! 
.. .. And ſo many graces, fo much wit, 
ſo many accompliſhments !.. ... 

I entreat you, my dear mother, to find 
a pretext for putting Stephen into mourn- 
ing. 
I am 
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am ſo oppreſſed by melancholy, and 
my imagination is ſo gloomy, that I ſhall 
ſet out to-morrow for Decizes, ſolely to 
paſs there two or three days entirely 
_—. | = | 

It was in this month that for my eternal 
misfortune, and for hers, I beheld, for the 
firſt time, that unfortunate girl.. 
With this indelible idea there is no longer 
for me any ſpring !..... 

Adieu, my dear mother ; I am not now 
worthy of converſing with you! 
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LETTER XXXV. 5 
| | 


From Mapaur D'ORGEVAL to her 


Huſband. 


Erneville, Auguſt 1. 
I nav been here theſe four days, my 
good friend. The Viſcount de St. Meran 
arrived here yeſterday, His journies into 
Burgundy are becoming frequent; and, 
indeed, he is received with . 
favour. 

We have, in the village, a gho/# that 
plays all ſorts of pranks. You know that 
Jacinthe's aunt lived in a ſmall inſulated 
houſe on the banks of the Loire at the 

port du Fourneau, This old woman is 
dead, and the villagers ſay that ber foul, 
dreſſed in white, makes its appearance 
every night; it haunts the cave that leads 


0 i 
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to the port du Fourneau, at the entrance of 
the village; the ſervant maids belonging 
to the caſtle aſſert that they have ſeen it : 
all theſe accounts occaſion an 1 univerſal 
terror. | 

I think that, des all this, there is 
ſome love intrigue, I am ignorant whe» 
ther it be of an inferior or of an elevated 
kind, 

I intend to remain here till your return, 
which will, I hope, be next week. Adieu, 
my good friend; Zephyrine is well; Pau- 
line ſtill ſeems to be very fond of her; 
ſhe aſked me yeſterday to allow her to 
ſtay here all the ſummer, on account of 
the leſſons that are given her. They 
wil make of her a wonderful woman; 1 
find her already formal for her age; but 
I ſhall conſole myſelf for that, Fan 
the marries Maurice, 
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LETTER XXXVI. 


* the Mazcniones to FP BARON EZ 
bt Vorbac, . 


Erneville, Auguſt 4. 

In truth, my dear friend, I myſelf begin 
to be aſtoniſhed at our ghoſt ; and, after 
having laughed at the frights of the maids 
and of the villagers, I believe that I am 
alſo afraid of it. La France, who is nei- 
ther a fool nor a coward, has ſworn to me 
that he ſaw. the ghoſt yeſterday, at one 
d'clock in the morning, running like 4 
tag. in the walk that leads to the cave. 
Rochu, the mariner, proteſted to me 
that he ſaw the ſame phantom come out 
once of the houſe belonging to Jacinthe's 
aunt, and another time go into it, not by 
the door, but by paſſing through the wall. 


His 
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His wife and his ſon were witneſſes of this 
Jaſt fact. Yet the houſe is abfolurely un- 
inhabited; the Viſcount de St. Meran has 
been to examine it with the greateſt care; 
and there are no other openings in it 
than thoſe of the door and of five win- 
dows, Several other ſtories are told, 


more wonderful fill; but I relate to you 
only the moſt authentic, Jacinthe and 
all our women are frightened out of their 
wits, without evenexcepting Mademoiſelle 
du Rocker, who has for a long time paſt 
ſet up for à free-thinker ; but who be- 
trayed herſelf yeſterday by fainting, be- 
cauſe the wind- blew out a candle that ſhe 
held in ber hand when ſhe was croſſing 
the court. 1 his event does not appear 
ſupernatural to you; but Mademoiſelle du 
Rocher thought that it was a trick of the 
ghoſt, and ſhe fainted away on the ſpot. 
When ſhe recovered her ſenſes, ſne main- | 
tained to us that a white figure, as big as 
a 6 giant, flying like an arrow out of à bow, 


had, 
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had, in paſſing by, put out her light. 1 
take every precaution imaginable that 
theſe tales may not be told to the children, 
and as yet they know not a word of 
them. 

Ho we love the marvellous l that is to 
ſay, every thing that affects us. ſtrongly, 
Theſe ſrights, which are very real, amuſe 
every one; they have a ſort of char for 
thoſe even who experience them; ſor they 
would be very ſorry to be undeceived, 
Never was the caſtle ſo enlivened, never 
were we leſs vapouriſh in it. There is, 
on earth, only one real bleſſing; that is 
peace, ſweet tranquillity“; and our reſtleſs 
heart is ever wiſhing to be agitated; a a 
certain proof that we were not formed 
ſolely for this. tranſitory life, and that 


How this bleſlng i is to be obtained, we are told 
by a great moral poet of our own nation, in the 
following beautiful apoſtrophe. —T ranſlator. 


2 And Peace, O Virtue ! Peace is all thy own.” 
Porz“ 5 Fey on OA? Ep. iv. I. 82. 
there 
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there is another where our feelings will 
be ſuited to our deſtination. - 
My Leocadie has not been well theſe 
two days; ſhe grows very tall; I hope 
that this is the. ſole cauſe of her indiſpo- 
ſition. How amiable I find the Viſcount 
de St. Méran! he has ſo much wit, and 
of the genuine kind! And, then, I aſſure 
you that he is in love with Leocadie; he 
looks at her, he ſighs, he is thoughtful, 
and he thinks of nothing but her. I have 
read that Madame de Maintenon inſpired 
a paſſion at eleven years old; Leocadie is 
ten and a half; and ſhe is certainly a 
thouſand times handſomer than ever was 
Scarron's widow, whoſe beauty was by no 
means remarkable. | 
Adieu, my friend; come and ſee us. 
You, who are fond of ſtories of ghoſts, will 
be in your element here ; you will have 
every day five or ſix new ones. I ſhould 
think our phantom far more amiable than 
terrifying, if it could attract you, 
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; LETTER XXXVII. 
From the Marquis D'ERNEVILLE 7 the 
COUNTESS. 


* 


1 | Erneville, Auguſt 7, 
 Gearar God!.... I have been almoſt 
every thing, and, at length, I am a viſion- 
ary! But what do I ſay! Ah! wretch 
that I am !.... No! it was not an illu- 
ſion! My dear mother, you alone can 
pity mel... But it is impoſſible for me 
to tell you to-day this ſtrange ſecret. . .., 
My head burns, my hand ſhakes.... 
My ideas are fo confuſcd ! 6 O a 
cannot 1 entirely loſe BY. ſenſes and my 
memory l.. . N 
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ne XXIX. 


From "FTI D'Oxcayal to her 
Huſoand, 


Erneville, Abl 


Vor did well, my good friend, to delay 
your return; you would not have found 
any amuſement here, We have paſſed 
theſe laſt three days in a very dull way. 
Leocadie for eight and forty hours had a 
high fever, but attended with no fort of 
danger; yet you may well ſuppoſe that 
Pauline has been in a terrible taking; 
ſhe ſat up for two nights; all the friends 
are come, the Baroneſs and the philoſo- 
pher, and we have had from hour to hour” 
ſeenes of ſenſibility. . . « . St. Meran is ab- 
ſolutely /mizten with this little girl; I never 

| 20 heard 
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heard encomiums more extravagant ; and 
this is ſaying a good deal of the place 
whence. I am writing. Zephyrine haz 
acted her part very well too; ſhe has per- 
fectly inſinuated herſelf into Pauline's good 
graces. I promiſe you that the cunning 
little jade is no fool for her age; but ſhe 
is in a good ſchool. 
This is not all: Leocadie is much bet- 
ter; but your brother has been very ill 
ſince yeſterday. This ſudden illneſs came 
on in the moſt extraordinary manner that 
can be imagined, I will tell you all that 
I know about it, and you will form 
your. own opinion of the matter. 
The day before yeſterday, in the even- 
ing, Leocadie was already much better; 
but Pauline again ſet up with her till half 
paſt two o'clock in the morning; he elef 
were with her in her room, that is to ſay, 
the Baroneſs, the philoſopher, and St. 
Meran ; while the Baron, Mademoiſelle 
du Rocher, Remi, Sauyal, Madame Reg- 

| nard, 
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nard; and myſelf were in the drawing- 
xgom. We played at whiſt and revenſi; 
my brother went in and out. At laſt, at 
a quarter before three, Pauline, ſurrounded 
by her court, made her entry, came and 
kiſſed my forehead, ſaid, languiſhingly, a 
kind word to every one; and, leaning on 
the arm of her confidant Vordac, quitted 


us to go to bed. After the departure of 


the queen, the favourites diſappeared ; 
there now remained in the drawing-room 
only Remi, Sauval, and myſelf. 

My brother faid that, the heat being 
exceſſive, he wanted to take the air, after 
having been in the houſe the whole day. 
We made him promiſe to go towards 
the cave, in order to watch the ghoſt, 
and I determined to wait his return. We 
began to drink tea, and, at the expiration 
of an hour and a quarter, the Marquis 
not coming back, the young painter Pro- 
poſed to me to 90 and meet him. As it 
was broad day TI conſcnted, We. went 

vol. ur, H towards 
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towards the cave, and we ſaw the Mar. 
quis and St. Meran coming out of it; 
but it would be impoſſible for me to give 
you an idea of your brother's frightſul 
figure. He was as pale as death; his 
looks were horribly wild; and he walked 
ſtaggering, like a drunken man. St. 
Meran appeared agitated; but yet he 
betrayed no ſign of fear, Sauval and! 
were quite filled with conſternation at 

your brother's aſpect. He felt a viſible | 
embarraſſment on perceiving us; he 
wiſhed to ſtammer out ſomething ; he 
knew not what he ſaid; he ſtuttered ; his 
voice trembled. St. Meran began ſpeak- 
ing to tell us, laughing at the ſame time, 
thar the ghoſt had not made its appear- 


*” ance; but that the Marquis, in the darkeſt 


part of the cave, had met with a rock 
againſt which he had ſeverely hurt his 

... What to think of this ſtory ? 
.. . . There was no blood on his ſtocking; 


this wound could not be conſiderable, and 
| 1” * 
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he was in a dreadful condition! .. I. 
know that, ſo far from having a weak mind, 
he is very brave; yet he was terrified | 
and quite beſide himſelf: that is certain, 
.... And what was St. Meran doing 
there, who had left the drawing room half 
an hour before him, and who ſaid, on quit- 
ting us, that he was going to bed? 
In ſhort, we learnt the next. day that the 
Marquis had a violent fever, which till 
continues; he will fee no one; Pauline 
even bas not permiſſion to enter his room 
but Nef a moment in the courſe of th 
very 0 r my ſtery! As Sauval 
related the ſituation 1 in which we found. the, 
Marquis on his coming out of the cave,, 
every one is perſuaded that he has ſeen 
the horrible ſpectre. I myſelf, indeed, 
know not what to think. Yet St, Meran 
was with him, and appeared very quiet ; 
[ am loſt in conjectures. All this gives 2 
prodigious . weight to the {torics of the 


w 2 ghoſt; 
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ghoſt; and I aſſure you that we are all 
dying with fear. | 

Adieu, my good friend, tell me what 
you think of theſe adventures. 


LETTER XI. 
From the Mak guts to the Couxrzss. 


4 Erneville, Auguſt 14. 
Banrsn your alarms, my affectionate 
mother. It is true that I have been very 
ill; but the fever has left me. However, 
you muſt once more allow me to poſt- 
pone the account which you aſk of me. 
I conceive your curioſity; but my head 
is ſo weak !. . . I am going to travel 
about the neighbourhood for eight « or ten 
days; afterwards I ſhall return; I wall 
then write to you at great length, and you 


mall know every thing. 


Adicu, 
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Adieu, my dear mother, I am very un- 
happy, and without any hope of ever be- 
ing otherwiſe, 


a LETTER XLI, 


From Moxstevs 8 to the 
88 CHEVALIER DE Cxrras. 


Auguſt 13. 
] Can at preſent, my dear Cheyalier, ſolve 
to you the enigma. You thought very 


right, when I ſhewed you Deniſe's letter, 


that there was neither an apparition nor 
4 gba in queſtion, This is what I was 
told at Bourbon, where the ſtory makes 4 
great noiſe. | oY 

Albert was jealous of St, Meran ; he 
liſtened to converſations; he intercepted 
H 3 notes, 


' 
; 
„ 
| 
| 
l 
4 
[ 
\ 


my brother ſhould have the patience 
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notes, &c.; in ſhort, he has fought with 
the Viſcount. They made an appoint. 


ment to meet in the cave from which fear 


drives every body away, You know 
that in the middle of this cave, the roof. 
is interſected by a great ſpace expoſed to 
the open air; there, they fought near the 


rock; you know this ſpot. 


The Marquis was wounded, It waz 
agreed to keep the matter very ſecret; 
however, during his illneſs, Albert 
could not diſſemble his chagrin and 
rancour; he would not ſee his wife, and 


three days after, St, Meran ſet off, be- 


fore Albert's recovery. All this is cer- 
tainly very clear. 

In ſhort, my brother, who is ſcarcely - 
recovered, has juſt quitted Erneville; he 
is travelling ; Pauline is low-ſpirited and 
uneaſy ; I think that this fine romance 
will end by a ſeparation, I wonder that 


to 
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to wait ſo long ; -for, in good earneſt, 
here are three well aſcertained, the. 
Duke de Roimond, the — and 
St. Méran. 

If you were not ſo diſcreet, you might, 
very probably, name us a fourth; I have 
ever been perſuaded that you formerly 
enjoyed this kind lady's favours, during 
Albert's famous journey to the waters of 
Vichi, 

Adieu, my dear fellow; my compli- 
ments to our friends, 


— 
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LETTER XIII. 


: ' The ChtvatisR's fifeer, 

F473 . Autun, Anguſtis, 
As you very juſtly obſerve, nothing is 
more clear. Indeed, as for my diſcretion, | 
might ſay of the herozne, that the lover 
fayoured by her 


*« A /i peu de tems pour le croire, 
* Dui] nen a pas pour en vanter v. 


But (without reckoning me) we might 
eaſily find half a dozen, You have, in 
your calculation, forgot the Preſident de 
* * *, with whom ſhe intrigued at Dijon; 
and then the two drinkers of the waters 


® Has ſo little time to believe it, 
That he has none to boaſt of it. 


of 
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of Bourbon, Landry, and Duva; theſe 
three are full as well aſcertained as the 
others. We may, without temerity, 
ſuppoſe at leaſt as many unknown ones; 
ſo I believe that the total number will. 
fully amount to fifteen...... ... And ſhe 
till writes her journal and her memoirs 1 
I imagine that, according to the example 
of the famous Madame de Staal, ſhe there 
paints herſelf only en Buſte. But is not 
that ſufficient? The heart is in the buſt,, 
and the heart is every thing: 


Le refle ne vaut pas I honneur d'&tre nommé . 


Inform me ofthe cataſtrophe, I beg. If, 
as all reſpectable people think, this is not 
an eternal ſeparation, your brother is the 
molt fooliſh and the meanneſt of men. 
Adieu, my dear fellow; my reſpectſul 
devoirs to Madame d'Orgeval. 


* The reſt deſerves not the honour of being men- 
tioned, Tragedy of Cinna. 


Iz 
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LETTER XIII. 


From the Marquis. to his Mother the 
COUNTESS, 


Erneville, Auguſt 26. 


] amt going, my dear friend, to tell you a 
circumſtance which my reaſon belies !..., 
a circumſtance which I could confide to 
no other perſon, without covering myſelf 
with the greateſt ridicule. . . . . . But you 
will liſten to me; you will pity me.. 
I cannot fay, you will believe me, I do not 

believe myſelf!.... 8 
On the 6th of Auguſt, Pauline being ſtill 
uneaſy about Lẽocadie, we fat up in that 
child's room till near three o'clock in 
the morning; then Pauline went to bed, 
and I had a mind to avail myſelf of the 
fineſt night in the world to take a walk. 
4 BY The 
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The company made me promiſe to direct 
my ſteps towards the cave, become cele- 
brated by the accounts of apparations 
which J have already mentioned to you! 
- ++ +++ I Quitted the drawing-room alone; 
in order to ſhorten the way, I paſſed 
through the long gallery that leads to the 
chambers of Jacinthe, of the other waiting- 
women and Leocadie, The lamps were 
out; but the day was beginning to dawn, 
and I could already, if not diſtinguiſh, at 
leaſt partly ſee, objects. I had got half- 
way along the paſſage, when I perceived, a 
few paces from me, a white figure that ap- 
peared to me to come out of Jacinthe's | 
room, It immediately occurred to my 
mind, that it was one of the young maids 
amuſing herſelf in perſonating the ghoſt ; 
T inſtantly called out, at the ſame time 
naming myſelf, that I ordered her to ſtop, 
Inſtead of anſwering, the figure took to 
flight... . . You know that I run well; 
but the figure ran in a ſupernatural man- 
H 6 ner! 


\ 
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ner Fo ABT 1 thought that there was 
certainly no woman in the caſtle who had 
this ſurprifing agility. . . . The figure con- 
ſtantly preſerving the advantage which it 
had at firſt, kept at the ſame diſtance ; at 
the end of the gallery, it cleared the little 
ſtair-caſe with an inconceivable rapidity, 
and I loſt ſight of it; I imagined that it 
was going to the cave, and as it went up 
the lime-tree walk, which is the longeſt 
road, I took that of the lower court, 
which 1s infinitely ſhorter. I had my 
maſter-key in my pocket; I opened the 


75 door, and was within thirty paces of the 


cave at the moment when the figure was 
coming out of the lime-tree walk; I flew 
to meet it, and was at no more than ten 
paces from it, when I felt myſelf laid hold 
of behind, which forced me to ſtop. At 
that inſtant the figure paſſed like lightning, 
and entered the cave! It was St. Meran 
who had ſtopped me, and who ſtill held 
me faſt, at the ſame time burſting out into 
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Joud fits of laughter, and aſking me whither 
J was going fo faſt, I diſengaged myſelf 
quickly from his arms, and ran as hard as 
could into the cave; he followed me. 
... . At fifty paces from the place where 
the roof, fallen in, forms a large opening 
which admits of the ſky being ſeen, I per- 
fectly diſtinguiſhed the white figure that 
had very little the ſtart of me! ...,, I 
had ſeveral times called to it that it ſhould: 
not eſcape me, and that I would purſue it 
with perſeverance... . . It was broad day. 
. All at once, the figure, inſtead of 
proceeding forward, ſprang on one fide, 
and elimbed the rock that ſtands in the 
moſt expoſed part of this place inthe open - 
air. I ſtopped at the foot of the rock, 
calling out to St. Meran whom I heard 
running, that the phantom could no longer 
eſcape from us. . . On perceiving St, 
Meran, I prepared to mount on the rock. 
At that moment, the white figure, ſhrouded 
from head to foot, ſaid to me, Stop!“ 
This 
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This ſweet, but clear and ſonorous voice, 
Pierced to the very bottom of my ſoul, 
How terrible did it appear to me, it was 
the voice of conſcience ! I remained riveted 
by aſtoniſhment. .... . The figure then 
- lifted up its veil, and diſcovered to me its 
face. , . . . O! inconceivable illuſion ... 
it was ſhe! l.. . I ſaw her pale and mo- 
tionleſs; but more beautiful, more ma- 
jeſtic than ever, looking, at me ſtedfafſily 
> «++. It, was ſhe... .. it was Camille. 
I wiſhed to doubt ; | ventured to fix my 
eyes on her dazzling and formidable coun- 
tenance !,.. . I could not ſtand her pene- 
trating and ſevere look! ... . . It ſeemed 
to me that, at the bottom of my heart, a 
mortal wound was re-opened and inflamed! 
My blood was frozen in my veins; and, 
fainting, I fell into the arms of St, Me- 
ran ! 

I remained for three quarters of an hour 
in this ſituation ; at length, through St, 
Meran's aſſiſtance, I was reſtored to lite, 

Trembling, 
5 
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.... Trembling, I caſt my eyes on the 
ock... Ino longer ſaw any thing! 
.. . . What's the matter with you?“ ſaid 


St. Meran to me ; * What has happened 
«to you?“ — —cc What,” rejoined I, “did you 
« ſee nothing ?” .. . © Nothing at all,” 
anſwered he, © and I own to you that this 
« queſtion from your lips, and the ſituation 
« you are in, appear to me the molt ſur- 
« priſing things 1maginabie.” This an- 
ſwer made me experience-a fort of confu- 
fion of a nature abſolutely new to me ; the 
ſhame of appearing puſillanimous diſſipated 
for a moment both my trouble and terror ; 
| ſtrove to ſmile, © It is not,” replied I, 
« that I believe I have ſeen a phantom ; 
hut, when you ſtopped me at the entrance 
« of a cave, a woman. had entered it, I am 
« certain, and I think it was young Suzette. 
. .... As for my fainting, you muſt 
« know that, for ſome time paſt, I have 
been ſubject to accidents of this ſort ; 
Land, beſides, in running, I hit myſelf 
« yiolently 
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* yiolently againſt this rock; I have hurt 
* leg; the pain,. and the emotion of a 
C rapid race, made me faint.” St. Mceran 
ſeemed to believe me. He gave me his 
arm, and we returned to the caſtle. On 
coming out of the cave, we met Madame 
d'Orgeval; I had certainly in my coun- 
renance ſomething very extraordinary; for 
ſhe looked at me with the air of the moſt 
profound aſtoniſhment. 


I returned home; I ſhut myſelf into my 
room... . . I threw myſelf into a chair; I 
muſtered up all my ſtrength ; I recalled all 
my reaſon, in. order to perſuade myſelt 
that what I had juſt ſeen was nothing more 
than an illuſion ;. but in vin! . I 
might poſſibly have believed it, if, on en- 
tering the cave, my imagination had been 
ſtruck, or if the aſpect of this figure had 
aſtoniſhed me; but till the very inſtant 
when I heard that formidable voice (which 
ſeems ſtill ro ring in my ear), I had not 
the ſmalleſt emotion ; I was not thinking 

| in 
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in the leaſt of the unfortunate object that 
preſented herſelf to my eyes! .... In 
ſhort, after this terrible apparation, alone 
in my room, chilled with terror, I heard, 
I ſaw nothing. An inconteſtable proof 
that the apparition on the rock was not the 
wark of my imagination... . Beſides, I 
was ſure of having ſeen her ghoſt a ſecond 
time... . . her ſtedfaſt and penetrating 
look had ſo fully penetrated to the bottom 
of my heart! .. . . Yet how to believe, 
with certainty, ſuch a prodigy l. I 
could neither perſuade myſelf of it, nor 
doubt it... . In this ſtrange perplexity of 
ideas, I ſuddenly thought that, perhaps, a 
falſe account had deceived me; that, per- 
haps, a /ethargy had given riſe to this 
report ; that, in ſhort, Camille was till 
living, and that I had not ſeen an empty 
ſhadow, but Camille herſelf. In this ſup- 
polition, it was very difficult to conceive 
why ſhe wandered in this manner, during 
the night, round Erneville caſtle ; but, in- 
deed 


— 
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\ deed, this was only a ſingularity which 
had nothing ſupernatural. ., ... Struck by 
this idea, I immediately wrote to d'Ol- 
breuſe to inform him that, I had particular 
reaſons for doubting of Camille's death, and 
I conjured him to make, on this head, the 
moſt preciſe inquiries. 

Having written this letter, I was obliged 
to lie down; I had a burning fever. 
Some hours after, I got up and wrote you 
that note which has occaſioned you fo 
much uneaſineſs. In the evening I again 
went to bed, where I remained ſeveral 
days.... afterwards the fever went off, 
Towards the end of the week, I received the 
Count d'Olbreuſe's anſwer, which allowed 
me not to preſerve the ſmalleſt doubt 
reſpecting the death of the unfortunate Ca- 
mille l... He wrote me word that, being at 
the point of death, ſne had ſent for Madame 
d'Olbreuſe, who had not torn herſelf from 
her till after ſhe had received her laſt 


breath , , . . . and that he, d'Olbreuſe, had, 
three 
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three days after, met her funeral in the 
Rue St. Honore !,.. © 

She was no longer in exiſtence on the 
14th of May ! and I ſaw her in the night 
of the 6th of Auguſt! ..... All reaſon- 
ing is done away by a certain, poſitive 
fat; I have ſeen her!l..... 

I wiſhed to ſee her again! . . . I re- 
turned privately to the cave for three ſuc- 
ceſſive nights; I there experienced the 
moſt violent emotions; but nothing ap- 
peared !.,.;. I am determined to return 
thither again, I 'am determined to ſee 
her once more! Adieu; my dear mother; 
O! do not tell me that this is an error; 
you would add to my affliction without 
undeceiving me, I ſhall repeat to you 
eyen to my laſt breath: I have ſeen 
her ! 


—— — —— — — —— ?CðÆ⸗J;«W„l'' 
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LETTER XLIV. 


Fr om the Marcnioness to the Bakonty 
DE Vorbac, 


"WO" Auguft 25. 
N o, my dear friend, all the ſtories of 
apparations are entirely finiſhed ; but, not- 
withſtanding all my pains, the children 
have heard of them. This is what I have 
diſcovered, 1 have remarked that, ſince 
her illneſs, Leocadie is become fearful ; as 
ſoon as it grows dark, ſhe dares not go 
alone from one room to another, and when 
I wiſh to compel her to it, ſhe colours, 
turns pale, and is viſibly confuſed, Sur- 
priſed at this change, I took her apart, in 
order to queſtion her. You know her 
candour ; after a little heſitation, ſhe 
owned 
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owned to me that there had happened to 
her a very extraordinary event, and that, 
in ſhort, ſhe had ſeen à phantom. I aſked 
the particulars, and ſhe related to me that. 
it was on the night when ſhe was moſt ill, 
and in which I was ſo ill myſelf, that Al- 
bert poſitively ordered me at two o'clock 
in the morning, at the moment when ſhe 
was falling aſleep, to go and lie down in 
my own room, promiſing that he would 
come for me as ſoon as ſhe ſhould. wake. 
Leocadie affirms then, that, about an hour 
after my departure, ſhe awoke, becauſe ſhe 
felt ſome one embracing her, and that her 

face was bathed in tears. . . . . She opened 

her eyes, ſaying, O!] 'tis mamma ..,. 

but that ſhe ſaw an unknown figure of 4 
wonderful. beauty, dreſſed in white, who: 
inſtantly fled. . .. . Jacinthe was there, and 
ran immediately to her bed-ſide.. . . . Leo- 
cadie, much affected, aſked her who was 
wathandſome woman? Jacinthe, aſtoniſhed, 
anſwered her that ſhe had ſeen nothing, 


and 


49. 
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and maintained to her that it was a dream. 
At the ſame time ſhe prevailed on 
her not to ſpeak of it to me, becauſe | 
| ſhould take her dream for delirium, and 
this would give me the moſt cruel in- 
quietude. 

'Leocadie kept Gilence, 2nd fince ſhe has 
recovered ſhe durſt not mention the matter 
to me, thinking, ſhe ſaid, that I ſhould 
laugh at this viſion; but, -unfortunately, 
ſhe is ſo ſtrongly convinced of the reality 
of this apparation, that nothing will ever 
be able to diſſuade her from bslieving i. | 
To all myvarguments ſhe. conſtantly an- 
ſwers: I was not dreaming; I was not 
« aſlecp; I was not delirious; I jaw it.“ 
Þ aſked her if ſhe had retained a diſtin 
recollection of this figure q ſhe ſaid *& 7het 
e ſhe recollects only its large black eyes filled 
« with tears, and its ſurpriſing beauty; 
but that ſhe had not had time to examine 
all its features. TIO. nE 75.0 

No 
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No doubt, all the accounts of the appa- 
ration of the: white figure have ſtruck her 
imagination and cauſed this illuſion, 2 
more eſpecially as ſhe had heard Suzett 

ſpeak of the phantom of the cave. Thi i is 
what reaſon tells me; but as it is allow- 
able for women to be weak and ſuperſti- 
tious, I own to you, my dear friend, that 
in ſpite of myſelf, . this account has ſtruck 
me.. . . This kiſs, theſe tears l.... this 


handſome female figure... I am 
aſhamed to tell it to you.... but if we 


ceaſed to receive the anonymous new year's 
gifts, I ſhould chink that her mother was 


no longer in exiſtence ...... and then 


Leocadie's viſion will appear to me no- 
thing leſs than a chimera, How weak is 
the power of reaſon in compariſon to that 


of the imagination... . This gives me 


much concern, for it has made, on my 
Leocadie's mind, an impreſſion that will 
never be effaced. ; 


1 have 


a” 7 
— 
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I have a freſh chagrin ſtill more bitter 
Albert is in a ſtate which I cannot 
in the leaſt comprehend. . . . Every day 
ſeems to increaſe his gloomy melancholy ; 
he falls away, he changes. .. for ſome 
time he has paſſed his nights in his own 
room; he has left mine, becauſe, he ſays, 
he wiſhes, on account of his health, to take 
 afſes' milk for a month and to be waked 
at day-lighr ;..'.. And I know that he 
takes a walk alone every evening, and 
that yeſterday he did not come in till near | 
five o'clock in the morning! .. I, 
under all this, I ſuſpected an intrigue, [ 
would not ſpeak. of it, no, not even to you, 
my dear friend; but I am very ſure that 

nothing of the kind is in. queſtion. No, 
he wiſhes to be alone ; he wiſhes at his 
eaſe, and without any reſtraint, to give 
himſelf up to a ſecret chagrin! ....O! 
who would have told me formerly that 
| Albert, while near Pauline, would fall into 
_ a ſtate 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 169 


a ſtate of languor! It is not enough for 
me to lament the loſs of his confidence 


and eſteem; my preſence too, muſt be 
irkſome to him! 


Every year produces for me freſn trou- 
bles! And J ſtill foreſee more cruel ones 
for the time to come. kVA : 
Ah ! how much I ſtand in need of 


courage and of the ſweet conſolations of 
friendſhip! l. | 


vol. 111. 1 


—— 


back turned to the part of the roof which 
is 
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LETTER XLYV. 


From the Marquis to the CounTess, 


a Erneville, Auguſt 28. 
On! what a ſcene !.. . into what dreadful 


_ diſorder ſhe has thrown me. 


Impelled by a ſentiment which I cannot 


define, I could not, within theſe few days, 


forbear returning every night to the cave, 
I was there again yeſterday at two o'clock 
in the morning... Every one, being gone 


to bed in the caſtle, was indulging in the 


ſweets of ſleep!.... I, alone, was fitting 


up ! . . The ſky was covered with clouds, 
and the night was exceſlively gloomy. ... 


Being arrived at the middle of the cave, l 
fat down at the foot of the rock, with my 


” am a. Mr tht. a. a 
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is towards the caſtle, and through which I 


had juſt paſſed. . ;.. Preſently the wind 


roſe, and the thunder roared !...; Every 
nocturtal ſtorm makes on me a lively im- 


preſſion ; and the recollection which it re- 
calls to my mind, was ſtill more ſtriking at 
the foot of this formidable rock. I 
abandoned myſelf entirely to the moſt 
painful reverie: by degrees my head be- 
came giddy. . . . I thought that, by the 
gleam of the lightning, I was again. going 
to behold Camille, that ſhe would re- 
appear in a terrible and menacing attitude, 
in order to reproach me with her misfor- 
tune, her death, and my crime !. 

The ſtorm ſtill continued, and the dawn 
began to diſſipate the darkneſs. . All at 
once I heard behind me a ſlight noiſe. 
I ſnuddered; trembling, I lifted up my 
4 to the ſummit of the rock, and I cried 

„% Ter, apear; I dare wait for thee, 
oy call tte!“ .... Scarcely had I pro- 
nounced theſe words; when, on the ſummit 
Mon 12 | of 
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of the rock, I faw a figure, dreſſed in white, 
riſe gently ! It ſeemed to me that I had 
juſt been ſtruck by the lightning l. 
A mechanical and convulſive movement 
tore me from my place, and I fell proſtrate. 
« Oh! whom then doſt thou call?“ ſaid a 
ſoft and trembling voice .. . . This voice 
occaſioned me a violent agitation of ano- 
ther kind; I got up again; I looked 
about me, and I diſcovered Pauline in 
tears, holding out her arms to me! 
. + « Surpriſe, confuſion, and tender emo- 
tion rendered me immoveable and dumb, 
Pauline deſcended from the rock, and! 
found myſelf in her arms... . I knew not 
rightly what I was doing. . . I preſſed 
Pauline to my boſom, then , puſhing her 
away with wildneſs: “ Begone,” ſaid I to 
her, „Oh! near this rock, I cannot re- 
« ceive your embraces !;, Begone, I wiſh 
. « to be alone here. You chill me with 
de terror,” exclaimed ſhe; “] will not leave 
« you,” —She turned pale, on ſaying theſe 

. words, 
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words, and I no longer thought of any 
thing but her.. . © Dear Pauline,” 
reſumed I, © let us go out of this place, 
« eome, follow me !”—On ſpeaking thus, 
[ hurried her away, and we re-entered 
under the roof of the cave. . . . . We ſoon 
found ourſelves involved in total darkneſs ; 


we walked on with rapidity ; Pauline was 
ſilent, and I held her hand... . . In the 
courſe of a few minutes I perceived that 
this hand ſqueezed me ſtrongly, and that 


it was exceflively cold ! An extraordinary 
terror ſeized me! ,.. “ Pauline,“ ſaid I 
in a faint voice, © ſpeak to me!” Pauline 
anſwered not, and her icy. hand ſqueezed 
mine more ftrongly ſtill! . , . , My hair 
ſtood an end; I quite loſt my ſenſes 
* N are you leading me ?” cried I, 
No matter—I muſt follow you. 
10 kept conſtantly advancing. .... At 
length we reached the end of the cave; 
the day lighted us, and I again beheld. 
Pauline, but pale, out of breath, fainting, 
1 and 


* 
. 


"uu 


/ 
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and almoſt ſenſeleſs, I burſt into tears, } 
carried her to a bench in the lime-tree 
walk, where ſhe quickly recovered her 1 
ſenſes. , . We then returned to the 
caſtle. | 
You may well ſuppoſe that I was under 
the neceſſity of ſubmitting to the moſt em- 
barraſſing examination. I began by taking 
the moſt ſolemn oath, that no ſort of in. 


trigue attracted me to the cave. Pauline 
believed me. Afterwards I proteſted that, 


ſince my illneſs, I had, on my mind, various 
| forts of dark vapours and ſtrange fancies, ſo 
that I took no pleaſure but in this ſolitude 
- of the cave, becauſe I could there abandon 


myſelf, without. interruption, to my gloomy 


reveries. During this explanation, Pau- 
line wept much, with a bitterneſs, and at 
the fame time a gentleneſs that penetrated 
me.. I fell at her fect ; I mingled my 
tears with hers. . ... . She informed me, 
in her turn, that having been waked by the 
thunder, of which ſhe is afraid, ſhe had gone 


; - into : 
. 9 | | 
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into my room, that not finding me there, 


ſhe had taken the road to the cave, know- | 


ing that I ſometimes went thither. .. . 
Alas! it would, no doubt, be very pleaſing 
to me to be able to open my heart to the 
companion of my life! . . . . There was a 


time when I would have communicated 


this ſecret without any difficulty, . . . She 


refuſed to hear it; now I dare own to 
you, I no longer feel that want, Confi- 


dence is a conſolation only when it is rect- 


procal, , . . painful ſecrets have put between 


Pauline and me fome cruel barriers 
Pardon me, dear mother, this expreſſion 
which has eſcaped, me. I know it is im- 
poſſible for you to ſuſpect her; O] how 
much I envy you your happy ſecurity !... 
But, believe me, if, in ſpite of myſelf, I 


do not ſhare it, Pauline is not the leſs 
dear to me. Can @ moment of forgetfulneſs 
elface the merit of a whole life devoted to 


virtue 2. - 


I. 4. Adieu,, 


r r 
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Adieu, my dear mother; I think that! 
ſhall ſoon come to Dijon; I am waſting 
away here l.. . . my reaſon is bewildered. 
Perhaps, I ſhould recover it near you; but 
who will reſtore me repoſe ? .... 8 


LETTER XLVI. 


From the Manxchloxzss 70 the 
BaroONESS. 


Erneville, September 1. 

Wirr you believe me, my dear friend, 

| two letters, which I have juſt received from 
Dijon, the one from my mother, and the 

other from Albert, inform me that he is 

ſet out for England. Doctor Mor- 

ney, whom he conſulted, has ordered him 

the Briſtol waters! .. . He is. gone. 

he has taken with bim little Stephen en 

| h my 


— 
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my mother has entruſted to him, becauſe 
ſhe wiſhes that this child ſhould make him- 
{If maſter of the Engliſh language which 
he can already read! 

Albert is gone! the ſea is going to ſe- 
parate us!... . He will not return till 
towards the end of November; at leaſt he 
fays ſo; but, perhaps, he will not return 
till the ſpring. I ſay nothing to you of 
what I feel; you know me. 

And you, my affectionate friend, will 
you abandon your unfortunate Pauline ? 
.. . . Ah! come! believe me, ſhe ts more 


to be pitied than * can imagine. 
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LETTER XLVII. 


From the Marquis to his Wife, 


London, November 15.. 
You have, dear Pauline, aſked me for 
details reſpecting the city of London; and 
I can now ſatisfy your curioſity ; I have 
been returned from Briſtol a week; l have 
ſeveral times rambled over this capital fo 
large, ſo rich, yet ſo inferior to Paris. The 
ſplendour of its ſhops conſtitutes its prin- 
cipal beauty; yet theſe ſhops ſo highly 
extolled appear to me by no means ſupe- 
- rior to thoſe of our Rue St. Honoré; and 
nothing, in this country can be compared 
to the colonnade of the Louvre, and to the 
exterior magnificence of the houſes and 


palaces with which Paris is ornamented. 
The 
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The King of England is the worſt lodged 
monarch in Europe; but, far from being 
able to criticiſe St. James's, the ſpectator 
feels a ſentiment of reſpect on viſiting this 
gloomy abode, when he reflects that the 
kings inhabit it only becauſe they have 
given up to the invalided failors the ele- 
gant and ſuperb palace of Greenwich “. 
Treaſures have been ſquandered-for the 
conſtrution of Carleton- houſe, the archi- 
tecture and the whole maſs of this build- 


Here Madame de Genlis ſeems to have loſt 
fight of the old adage, ſo fully proved by the expe - 
rience of ages, and thus elegantly expreſſed by a 
French poet: 


« Le Trident de Neprune le Sceptre du monde. 


Old Britiſh tars are reſpected i in their country; and 
no edifices, however magnificent, are thought too 
good for their reſidence. St. James's palace was 
originally an hoſpital for lepers; but Greenwich 
hoſpital never was a king's palace: it was erected, 
by a grateful people, for tlie particular accommo- 
dation of the naval veterans who had bled in their 
defence. Tranſſator's Note. 8 


1 6 | ing. 
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ing is of ſo poor a ſtyle, that, at the firſt 
glance, it preſents the aſpect of an edifice 
partly deſtroyed by fire; for the columns 
are ſo ſlight, and ſo far diſtant from each 
other, that it might be imagined one half 
of them was wanting. The inſide of the 
palace does honour to the Prince by whom 
it is inhabited; it is ſaid, that he alone 
ordered all its arrangement and decora- 
tions. This palace reminded me of that 
of Compiegne, when entirely re- built; the 
King of France, ill-adviſcd in every thing, 
made choice of an architect Without ge- 
nius, who ſpent millions (of livres) in the 
conſtruction of the moſt heavy-looking 
country - ſeat in Europe. Leſs money was 
not employed in making the overloaded 
gardens and the paltry cottages of Tri- 
anon . Let theſe edifices be compared 
to thoſe erected by order of Lewis XIV. 


This was one of the favourite retreats of the late 
unfortunate Queen of E rance, 


and 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS. 181 


and an idea may be formed of the two 
kings and the two ages. 


As you wiſhed, I have looked for 
Richardſon's tomb 1 in Weſtminſter-abbey ; 
1 found in this vaſt church ſome rich mo- 


numents, erected in honour of actors and 
actreſſes; but the author of Clariſſa has 
no tomb there. This is an aſtoniſhing 


circumſtance ; for, 1 in all gountries, juſtice 
is ſhewn to great men, when they are no 


longer in exiſtence “ . Epitapbs, though 


* While we are willing to ſubſcribe to Richardſon's 
merit as @ noveliſt, we cannot coincide in opinion with 
our authoreſs that, merely on that account, he was 
ſo great a man, as to be entitled toa monument 
among men really great, Though, previous to the 
revolution, actors and actreſſes were denied chriſtian 
burial in France; yet the monuments erected in 

Weſtminſter Abbey to the memory of Garrick and 
© Pritchard, to which Madame de Genlis probably 

alludes, would not have excited her aſtoniſhment, 
had ſhe known that the former was conſidered as 
the Britiſh Reſcius, and that the latter excelled not 
more on the ſtage, as an actreſs of firſt-rate merit, 
than on the great theatre of life, as a ſpotleſs cha- 
racter and a pattern of every virtue that can adorn 
woman,-7rar/lator*s Note. 


often 
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often too flattering; are never unjuſt ; and 
black envy. has not ſpread: her venom | 
over the ſtone of the ſepulchres, as has 
been ingeniouſly. expreſſed by one of our 
Poets: | 
| La mimoire eſt recomaifſante, = 
Les yeux, font ingrats et j alu 

It is in St. Bride's church that the remains 
of Richardſon re 4 Nothing is: to be 
ſeen but a pls toe which contains only 
his name and the year of his death, without 
any panegyric f. 

In order to terminate my deſcription of 
London, I muſt again ſpeak of a few of its 
edifices, Somerſet-houſe, a pile of build - 
ing more impoſing from its ſize than re- 
markable from its beauty; St. Paul's 
church, which muſt be admired by any 
one who has not ſeen St. Peter's at Rome, 


— 


Memory 1s grateful, 
The eyes are ingrate and envious. 
+He died on the 4th of July 1761, aged 72. 


— 
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and the eharming little church of St. Ste- 

phen, Walbrook, which appears to me a 

maſter-piece of its kind; theſe are all the 

edifices that are worth mentigning. I muſt, 
however, praiſe its noble foot-pavement,. 
ſo convenient for the people; but a thing. 
which diſpleaſed me very much is, that 
throughout the whole extent of London 
there are to be met with no public foun- 
tains, at leaſt apparent ones, and decorated: 
it ſeems to me, that this is an embelliſn— 
ment rg 3 and neceſſary in a. 


great city | 
'In e en are there ſo many chari- 
table inſtitutions as in England, and in no 


* Probably, Madame de Genlis was not aware that 
all the houſes in London may be ſaid to be provided 
with their own reſervoir, the water being laid into- 
almoſt every one of them, either from the Thames 
or the. New River, nor that the aqueduct of the 
latter, including its numerous windings, is computed. 
to traverſe a: diſtance of no leſs than ſixty miles, 
before it reaches the capital—Trar/lator's Note. 


city 
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city are there ſo many as in London. This 
is what cannot be too much admired nor 
too much praiſed. Every one knows 
with what facility a ſubſcription, for the 


relief of the unfortunate, 18 formed and 
filled in England. | 


The Engliſh have more liberality than 
we have ; they-give more freely ; but they 
are leſs delicate. This muſt, in general, 
be the diſtinctive charaReriſtic of a com- 
mercial nation. Trade produces great 
changes of fortune: a man buſied, from 
his infancy, in the means of. acquiring 
money, cannot know that delicacy which 
is ſo punctiliouſly obſerved amongſt us. 
Being raiſed from mediocrity to opulence, 
and always preſerving the hope that he 
may ſtill increafe his fortune, he is like 
the gamblers who, in their lucky mo- 
ments, readily part with their money, and 
almoſt without counting it. One may be 
ſaving of a fixed property, of an income 
that cannot be augmented; one cannot be 
ſo, 
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ſo, at leaſt in general, of a property pro- 
cured by chance, and which the ſame 
favourable chance may double, treble, &c. 
Imagination has no bounds; the hope of 
an immenſe profit muſt preſerve a man 
from the vile and greedy attachment to the 


gain that he has already accumulated. 


I have ſaid that the Engliſh were leſs 
delicate than we are. Form your own opi- 


nion ; at this moment, the ſuperb cabinet 


of Sir K * * M h n, a4 man of great 


family, is ſhewn in London at a guinea 
a head *; a method imagined for paying 


* Preſuming that the authoreſz here allades to the 


cabinet of the late Sir Afton Lever, ſhe has Certainly 
fallen into an error. The Leverian Muſeum, as is 
well known, was diſpoſed of by lottery ; and, the 
purchaſers of tickets having free admiſſion to it, till 


- the drawing was over, Madame de Genlis has, in 
all probability, been led to imagine that the ſum of 
one guinea was paid for admiſſion only; without 
conſidering, that it was for a chance of becoming the 
5 of this moſt valuable collection of curioſities. 


&Tranſator , Note. 


his 
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his debts ; and no one here thinks this ex- 
traordinary, What ſhould we ſay in 
France, if the Count de x * * X, or the 
Marquis de à x #, who have ſuch fine 
pictures, were to recur to a ſimilar ex- 
pedient for the ſettlement of their affairs? 
They would be degraded in the eyes of 
every one: but a real evil is, that they 
are not e in not paying their cre- 
ditors. 


The Engliſh, in a are leſs alive to 


fee ling than we are, leſs ſenſible to calumny, 


to injurious language, to every thing that 
affe cts honour and reputation. Their 
ſpeechet and their public diſputes in par- 
liament, in imitation of thoſe of the 
Greeks, are full of abuſe, and formal con- 
tradictions. The liberty of the preſs ex- 
poſes them daily to ſee themſelves calum- 
niated in the moſt ſhameful. manner; 
their laws even. do not allow. of divorces, 
but on conditions conſidered as diſgraceful. | 


among us; and divorced women are not 
baniſhed: 
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baniſhed from ſociety . The Engliſh 
therefore, probably, oppoſe almoſt always 
no more thana cold contempt to the things 
which moſt excite- our * and 
reſentment. 
In England, there is very little "Ne 
bility, becauſe a perſon muſt be formally 
invited, in order to dine or ſup at the 
houſe of his intimate friends ; and becauſe 
the women are much ſeparated from the 
men by their duty in parliament, by their 
clubs, and by the fondneſs of the men for 
the pleaſures of the table, The Engliſh, 
in general, love drinking; and it is pre- 
ciſely becauſe their country produces no 
wine, that they pique themſelves on hav- 
ing good wines and of ſeveral forts, and 
on making their gueſts drink freely. 
Beſides, the pleaſure. of talking politics 
alſo contributes to make them fond of 


. To borrow the words of Sterne, it cannot be 
denied that ** they order this matter derer in France.. 
Tranſlator. | 


ſitting. 
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ſitting long at table, and of frequenting 
clubs. Therefore, as long as they have 
the happineſs to preſerve their conſtitution, 
they will never give up much of their 
time to women, the more eſpecially as en- 
tering late into life, the ſociety of women 
can never be neceſſary to them. The Eng- 
lim women are, at firſt light, cold and 
timid ; they improve on acquaintance, [ 
love a cold exterior in men: ſenſibility, 
when concemered, is much more profound 
than that v hich is diffuſed in demonſtrations; 
the one gains conſiſtence, by being con- 
fined; the other, by being laviſhed, eva- 
porates. Women, formed ſolely for gen- 
tle and moderate affections (for violent 
feelings lead them aſtray), ought to poſſeſs 
manners more attractive. The expreſſion 
of bene volence, ſweetneſs and ſentiment, 
is one of their diſtinctive characteriſtics; 
it can ſo well aſſimilate with baſhfulneſs, 
candour, and modeſty. Of this Pauline 
is an inſtance, e 
To 
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Fo pleaſe; is, for women, a duty and a 
necfity ; therefore a cold and auſtere air 
is not that which ſuits them. But men 
are formed to undertake great things, to 
govern their country, to defend it, to pro- 
tet innocence and weakneſs; what be- 
comes them beſt is a ſort of grave dig- 
nity ; it ſeems to me that frivolity, the 
Jargon of gallantry, the want of character 
and undecided ſentiments, are, in them, 
irregularities and failings of the moſt diſ- 
guſting nature. And, indeed, I am of opinion 
that Engliſhmen, when they are eſtimable, 
ſenſible, and well-bred, and have ſpent a 
few years in the great world, are the men 
of Europe who unite the manners, the ton, 
and the outward appearance that beſt ſuit 
their ſex. You may well ſuppoſe that I 
am ſpeaking only in general, and' that 
I certainly do not think that no French- 
man or other foreigner can have this kind 
* merit: though at the ſame time I think 


Engliſh 
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Engliſh coxcombs are completely Aa- 

ſufferable. They imagine that fa ſiinable 
behaviour conſiſts in running down every 
thing, and in manifeſting nothing but diſ. 
dain and indifference; and thus it is that, 
to folly, they join inſipidity and imperti- 
nence. It muſt be admitted, our well- 
bred coxcombs are the leaſt ridiculous of 
their ſpecies; it is proper that they ſhould 
have become the models of coxcombs of 
almoſt all other nations. They are in- 
finitely leſs prepoſterous and leſs abſurd 
than the Engliſh coxcombs; it requires 
ſome diſcerament to rank them quickly 
in their claſs; for they are deſtitute neither 
of politeneſs nor graces, and they cer- 
tainly bear no reſemblance to the petits- 
maltres exhibited in plays and on the 
| _ | 
The women hers are, in genen better 
end than ours, eſpecially thoſe who 
ar rich, becauſe there are no convents, 
becauſe 


WW 
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beckuſe they are not put to ſchools, which 
are cofidered as low * ; and becauſe, in 
ſhort, mothers educate their daughters, 
which will always be an ineſtimable 
advantage. However, young girls are 
introduced very early into company, 
and they there acquire a fondneſs for 
play. But for this inconvenience, which 
is a moſt ſerious one, it might be pre- 
dided with certainty, that twenty years 
hence the Engliſh women would, in agree- 
able talents and literature, have a very 
decided ſuperiority over the men, Se- 
parated from the men, and taking no part 
in public affairs, they have much more 
time for ſtudy and improvement. En- 
lightened mothers always bringing up 
. their own daughters and perfeQing edu- 
cation more and more, while the univer- 


ſities of Oxford and Cambridge form youth 


* Theſe ſchools, although * in many reſpects, 
are, without compariſon, the beſt that I have ſeen ih 
wy country Noe of the Editor. 


„ vin, 


* 
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with their old routine, it is probable hat 
the taſte for the arts and for lickrature, 
vll no longer be found but among the 
women. There are, in England, at this 
moment, more than ten women who write 
with reputation and in every ſtyle; and 
they likewiſe cultivate the arts with very 
brilliant ſucceſs. However, this nation 
To eſtimable, ſo ſenſible, and which hay 
produced ſo many great men, has, till the 
end of this century, diſplayed but very little 
genius for the arts. Architecture, as! 
have already ſaid, is here in a ſtate of me- 
diocrity; the fine pieces of ſculpture that 
may be quoted are the work of French- 
men or Germans, and I know no great 
hiſtorical painter but D, who is ſtil 
living. LN pes 

1 fay nothing to you of Engliſh litera- 
ture : you are well acquainted with it, and 
you are enabled to appreciate all its value. 
1 ſhall only | tell you, that there are here a 
prodigious number of ſumptuous librarics, 
LY | and 
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and that the public reading- rooms are the 
beſt arranged in Europe. 

Travellers boaſt much of the agricul- 
ture of this country, and affert that the 
people who inhabit it, are cruel and fero- 
cious. Tam by no means of their opinion. 

I have viſited almoſt all the counties in 
England, and I ſaw a great part of them 
uncultivated, With reſpect tothe people, 

I know none leſs clowniſh, more generous, 
or better informed; it is very common, 
in the pooreſt cottages, to meet with pea- 
ſants, who read Shakeſpeare z and we cer- 

tainly have never ſeen ours read Pierre 

Corneille. Here no profeſſion, decent in 

˖ itſelf, appears contemptible; every indivi- 

| dual enjoys, his dignity of man. And, 

indeed, the people here muſt not be 

a treated as we treat them in France; the 
4 poſt-boys, the inn-keepers, &c. would 


: not put up with treatment to which ours 
- are accuſtomed, Every Engliſhman is 
1 proud of his country, a noble ſentiment 


d ol. IT. K which 
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which alone forms the panegytie of 4 
nation, by proving, at once, both its great. 
neſs and the excellence of its conſtitution, 
In ſhort, the rich farmers of England un- 
doubtedly form the moſt virtuous and the 
moſt reſpectable claſs of men, that can be 
found in any country, £19 
We have long remarked, in the courſe of 
our reading, that the Engliſh, in their man- 
ners and in their cuſtoms, bear an infinite 
reſemblance to the ancient Greeks. The 
reaſon of this may be attributed to the 
profound ſtudy of the ancient authors, 
which occupies all the youth in the uni- 
verſities; but who could explain why the 
true character of phyſical beauty has 
found its way from the mild climate of 
Greece to the moiſt and cloudy ſky of 
England? The country-places here are 
peopled by peaſants who ſhew us, at every 
ſtep, the ſtyle of beauty of the antique 
ſtatues. What we call an Engliſh face, is 
s other than a Grecian face. I have met 
ul - with 
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TH a prodigious number of young girls 
who reſembled Leocadie; that is to ſay, 
who have the features and the caſt of 
countenance of the heads of the family of 
Niobe. This fully proves that climate 
has not ſo great an influence on phyſical 
form as is imagined, 
I have been frequently to the plays 
where I admired Mrs. Siddons, a ſublime. 
and charming actreſs, of whom every one 
muſt be paſſionately fond, if he be not 
de void of taſte and ſenſibility *, How- 
: ever, 


* We cannot avoid expreſſing our aſtoniſhment 
that Madame de Genlis, when making a compariſon 
between the French and Engliſh flage, and laviſhing 


encomiums on Mrs, Siddons, ſhould withhold the meed . 


of praiſe from the French Melpomene of that day, 
+ Mademoiſelle Dumeſnil, whoſe only guide was Na- 
ture, and who, by not deviating from her, in order 
to gratify the caprice of faſhion, ſnatched “ a grace 
beyond the reach of att,“ and never failed to faſ- 
cinate her audience. This celebrated actreſs has, 
ſome time ſince, retired from public life. In comedy 
too, our authoreſs might proudly have thrown down 

Re the 
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ever, I think, in tragedy, the - geſtures 
and attitudes of the actors is diſagreeably 
monotonous, Our good actors are far 
ſuperior to them in this reſpe& ; but their 
heroes of the ſtage kill themſelves much 
more naturally than ours; an arm-chair 
11s not brought to them, they do not throw 
themſelves into the arms of a confidant; 
but they fall as they ſtand, in a frightful 
manner, which produces the greateſt illu- 
ſion. Their inflexions appeared to me 
fimilar to thoſe by which we expreſs the 
ſame paſſions; the heart, no doubt, has 
but one language, and when it is hat 
which prompts the ſpeaker, every foreign 
Adiom becomes intelligible. The manage- 
ment of the ſtage decorations is by no 
means brought to perfection in England; 


_— 


— * 


the gauntlet, and quoted the French Thalia, Made- 
moiſelle Contat, to whoſe powers, in this line, the 
| Engliſh ſtage can produce no equal.—Tranſator's 
vol e. 13 : „ 
|: I was 
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[ was much ſhocked to ſee co t'nually the 
back ſcene forming the ſky, placed fo 
awkwardly as to intercept the ſummit 
of the trees, the perſpective very ill kept, 
and two gilt doors remaining conſtantly on 
the front part of the ſtage, even when the 
ſcene repreſents a landſcape or a foreſt ; 
a ſtrange cuſtom which deſtroys all illu- 
1 . 

It remains for me to ſpeak to you of 
te Engliſh gardens; I find them ftill 
ſuperior to their reputation, That which 
Waller, the poet, formerly poſſeſſed at 
Beaconsfield, appears to me one of the 
handſomeſt and moſt pictureſque, In 
theſe fine gardens nothing is imitated but 
Nature, ſober and majeſtic, and not wild 
Nature, exhibiting only the image of 
chaos. What is called the ornamental part, 


* We muſt admit the juſtneſs of this remark: to 
ſuffer gilt doors to remain on the ſtage, as an appen- 
dage to foreſt ſcenery, is an abſurdity oo groſs to 
elcape the eye even of a booriſh peaſant,—Tran/lator, 


K 3 which 
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which lies near the houſe, is ſymmetrical, 
and preſents all the riches of art. Then, 
by degrees, ſymmetry is deranged; the 
hand of man is withdrawn and diſappears; 
you come to the wild part ; you no Jonger 
fee any thing but Nature, yet dreſſed in 
all her charms, and ſhewing herlſclf in all 
her grandeur and variety. 

However, the Engliſh did not, in their 
firſt eſſays, attain this point of perfection; 
they began, like us, by overloading their 
gardens with buildings; and I hope that 
we ſhall, like them, end by lopping off 
in order to embelliſh, True it is, that 
this kind of garden requires a vaſt piece 
of ground; but when we have it not, we 
* muſt confine ourſclves to the old French 
taſte, or at leaſt prohibit ridiculous &ridpes 
over a rivulet, and alt the ornaments which, 
placed in a ſmall ſpace, preſent only the 
aſpe& of a magazine-of ſtage decorations, 

 Youknow that I wasalways partial tothe 
Engliſh: can we help admiring this great 
Datlon, : 
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nation, when we are read in their hiſtory, 
and well acquainted with their literature? 
But, in order to appreciate juſtly the 
| Engliſh, a foreigner muſt have ſtudied 
them in their own country. Of all ci- 
vilized people, they have the feweſt hurt- 
ful prejudices, and the moſt frankneſs and 
generoſity. | 

Adieu, my dear Pauline, I ſhall ſet out 
in a few days, and ſhall certainly be at 
Erneville before the 2 5th of this month. 
My health is mended ; and I hope, that in 
future, it will permit me to fix myſelf 
where I would always wiſh to be, with 
Pauline and our children. 


* 
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LETTER XLVIII. 


From the MARCHIONEsS fo the BaRONEs, 


Erneville, November 21, 


T nav juſt received a letter from Albert, 
which announces to me his ſpeedy return, 
This letter fills nine pages ; but he there 
ſneaks to me of nothing but England! 
.. . . » Formerly he wrote me letters ſtill 
longer, in which he ſpoke to me of nothing 
but his own feelings ... Oh! how times 
are altered ! hs 

I write to you only a word, my dear 
friend, to tell you that, as I daily expect 
Albert, I cannot come and ſee you the 
day after to-morrow, as I had promiſed, 
But certainly, in the courſe of next week, 
J ſhall require you to make me amends 
for this ſacrifice, | 
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LETTER XLIX. 


From the CHEVALIER DE CELTAS 70 
MonsS1EUR D'ORGEVAL, 


Autun, December I7. 

Ixxow, my dear d'Orgeval, that your 
brother is returned; I congratulate you 
on it. In our town it is aſſerted that he 
is ſtill very much altered, and that he will 
25 long as he lives, feel the terrible wound 
which he received in l. duel with St. 
Meran. But what ſays the tender-hearted 
Pauline to all this? 

Our new biſhop is come; he is a bigot 
and a hypocrite, who obtained this biſho- 
pric, becauſe he was, for ten years, the tutor 
to the Dutcheſs de Rofmond's ſon, and 
the pimp to her huſband and the Counteſs 

K 5 3 
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de Roſmond, an artful deſigning woman 
of gallantry, who had, for her firſt lover, 
the Duke, her brother. | 

I hope that I ſhall be able to make a 
tour into your neighbourhood in the month 

of January, I ſhall ſpend a week with 

you. | 
Adieu, my dear fellow; pray write to 
me a little oftener ; you know how much 
1 love your letters, and your ſtyle of writ- 
ing, which is truly remarkable for its great 
preciſion, natural eaſe, and ſtriking origin- 
_ ality. 
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LETTER L. 
From the Mar catonsss to the BARONESS, 
January 8. 

Tux anonymous new-year's gift arrived 
to-day. It is a capital box of colours, of 
red japan, mounted in gold, and accom- 
panied by a paſteboard box full of crayons, 
vellum, pieces of ivory for painting, and 
camel-hair pencils, 

Therefore Leocadie's viſion is only a 
reverie, her mother is not dead; ſo, for 
this once, we will have no faith in ghoſts. 

This unknown mother muſt certainly 
have a ſecret method of learhing what are 
Leocadie's occupations. Albert, on ſce- 
ing this laſt preſent, ſaid with an ill- na- 
tured ſmile: The anonymous mother, 

K 6 . 
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ce has, no doubt, a familiar ſpirit that vi- 
ce ſits this houſe, and informs her of every 
ee thing that is going on in it; but for this, 
&« would. ſhe have divined that Leocadie 
ce paints in water-colours and in minia- 
« ture?” ... To this remark I knew not 
what anſwer to make; and, according to 
my cuſtom, I bluſhed, for I eaſily pene- 
trated his thoughts; and fuſpicions and 
probability throw me into as much em- 
barraſſment as guilt could occaſion .... 
Can you conceive, my dear friend, that 
there are culpable women who no longer 
bluſh, when the mere idea of an injuſtice 
can, without any foundation, inſpire me 
with this involuntary confuſion? How fre- 
quently muſt this timid embarraſſment of 
a delicate and feeling mind have led to 
the condemnation of innocence! .... 
Magiſtrates and judges conſider confuſion 
and bluſhing as tacit avowals of guilt; and, 
from indications ſo deceitful, they decide 
on the reputation, the fate, and the life of 
men! 
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men! . . If interrogated legally con- 
cerning the criminal weakneſs which is 
imputed to me, not only ſhould I have 
bluſhed, and turned pale; but I am ſure 
that I ſhould have fainted!..... How 
ſupport with coolneſs this frightful p- 
pearance of infamy ! 


One of the ancients called the bluſhing, 
inſpired by baſhfulneſs or embarraſſment, 
the colour of virtue, I love this expreſſion, 
and I have my reaſons. I know that a 
well-founded ſhame can make a perſon 
bluſh ; but I think that every one who 
bluſhes at his faults is not depraved ; and 
I think too; that perſons always poſſeſs 
candour and a refined ſoul, who have pre- 
ſerved the habit of bluſhing eaſily, when 

they have paſſed their early youth, 
Zephyrine is ſtill with us, and I believe: 
that her mother is very much inclined to 
leave her with me altogether, I am ex- 
tremely fond of this child, Albert has de- 
clared to me that, at the bottom of his 

heart, 
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heart, he intended Maurice for her, and 
that, without having entered into a formal 
engagement, he had given this hope to 
his brother. I have no objection to make 
againſt this project, the more eſpecially 
as, even in point of fortune, Zéphyrine 
being an only daughter, will be a very 
good match. I own to you that, frequently 
in ſpite of myſelf, another idea occurs to 
my. mind. . the more ſtrongly a8 
it might wholly exculpate me... But 
I could not communicate it till LeEocadie 
is of an age to juſtify it by her perſonal 
qualifications, and it is upwards of two 
years ſince Albert confided to me his views 
concerning Zephyrine. After this confi- 
dence, my propoſal would appear- to him 
only an artifice, the rather as every day 
ſeems to attach him more to his deſign, 
and as he is continually repeating to me 
that his niece is the only daughter-in-law 
that can ſuit his taſte. - On the other hand, 
Maurice, ſet on by him, has already this 
8 idea 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 207 


idea (a thing which I highly diſapproved), 
and he ſhews, for his couſin, all the attach 
ment that any one can have at thirteen. 
The little girl too ſuſpects that he is in- 
tended for her huſband !.... So then it 
is already too late to think of a project 
which, in every way, would have inſured 
the happineſs of my life. However, 
J have required from Albert, that at leaſt 
he would enter into no poſitive engage- 
ment, for ſeven or eight years. From 
this time to that, who knows what may 
happen? This delay leaves me at leaſt a 
faint ray of hope ; and it is a great point 
gained, to be able to preſerve, for ſome 
years, ſo ſweet a chimera ! , 

Dear Leocadie ! what wil be thy fate! 
.... When I think that fo charming a 
creature will, probably, not have an op- 
portunity of being advantageouſly ſettled, 
how I hate avarice, ambition, and all the 


prejudices of birth!,,.. 
Confeſs, 
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Confeſs, my dear friend, that affection 
does not deceive me, and that there exiſts 
not a child of eleven years old who can be 
compared to her | She has as much quick. 
neſs as candour; notwithſtanding her play- 
ſulneſs, I am never afraid of her indiſcre- 
tion in little things that I wiſh to conceal ; 
ſhe divines or partly ſees them, and knows 
| how to be ſilent; ſhe even penetrates what 
often ſhe does not comprehend ; an inſtin& 
of feeling, equally ſingular and delicate, 
makes her know my intentions and my 
fears; and, without any queſtions on her 
part, without any explanations on mine, 
ſhe is always for me in the ſmalleſt details 
a Clear-ſighted and faithful confidant, 
Poor little girl! The innocent cauſe of my 
misfortunes, ſhe will conſole and indemnity 
me for them. 

Adieu, my dear friend, do not mention 
this to any perſon whatever; I tell you all 
my ſecret thoughts, convinced that theſe 
reyeries will go no farther than ourſelves. 
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LETTER LL 


From the CounTtss DE RosMOND 70 the 
Bis Ho of AUTUN, 


La M**, April 1. 


* delighted, my reſpectable friend, at 

your being pleaſed with the province 

where you are going to ſettle for life. 

I know that, in fact, the fituation of | 

Autun is pictureſque and exceedingly 

beautiful. | 
As you are going to make the viſitation | 

of your dioceſe, I wiſh to ſpeak to you 

of an intereſting woman unworthily ca- 

lumniated, on whom you will certainly 

call; I mean the Marchioneſs d'Erne- 

ville, 


— — — 


By 
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By a ſingular chain of circumſtances, 
have acquired the moſt poſitive” proofs of 
her innocence. The young girl. whom 
ſhe is bringing up, and who is called Leo- 
cadie, is no relation to her; however, 
envy and malice have converted this a& 
of benevolence, into the moſt criminal 
weakneſs, The marks of eftcem of a 
perſop like you, may, if not do away un- 
jult prepoſſeſſions, at leaſt contribute to 
weaken them. The moſt noble privilege 
of happy and acknowledged virtue, is to 
have ſufficient weight to be able to juſtify 
oppreſſed i innocence. 

Madame d'Erneville is the moſt vir- 
tuous of women; her purity is that of an 
angel; this is what I am certain of; I 
cannot inform you of things that are con- 
nected with ſecrets which are entruſted to 
me, and which, conſequently, it is im- 
poſſible for me to reveal. But you know 
my ſincerity; and you will believe me 

without. 
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without any other explanation, the more 
eſpecially as I am not a friend of Madame 
d'Erneville, ſince I am not at all acquainted 
with her perſonally, and I have never had 
with her the ſmalleſt connexion, even of 
an indirect nature. 

Jules thinks of you with regret; we 
conſole ourſelves by reflecting on the good 
that you will do, and by recalling to mind 
your advice, your leſſons, and your . 
ample. 

I have obtained how my brother what 
I wiſhed. Jules will go into thexregiment | 
of # # #, which is to be quartered for the 
next. four or five years at Moulins ; fo he 
will always be able, every year, to paſs with 
you a fortnight and ſometimes more. He 
participates in all the joy that this arrange- 
ment occaſions me. Adieu, my deareſt 
and moſt revered friend! _ 

When you have ſeen Madame #firne- 
ville, write to me your opinion of her and 


her * * know how fond I am of 
children, 


/ 
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children, and ſhe is, Whey fay, giving ſo 
good an education to thoſe whom ſhe is 
bringing up, that I could wiſh to leam 
every particular. 


Agnes defires me to aſſure you of her 
reſpectful attachment. 


LETTER LI. 


The Bishor of AuTUN's Aꝛuſwer. 
| May 25. 
Inavx, Madam, juſt finiſhed the viſitation 


of this extenſive dioceſe. I have been to 
Erneville, where I confirmed the children 


both of the caſtle and of the village; and 
I paſſed three very agreeable days in this 
manſion, which more than once reminded 
me of that of La M x. 
1 | | Your 
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' Your teſtimony will ever fix my opinion; 
but even had you not mentioned to me the 
Marchioneſs d'Erneville, I ſhould have 
done very naturally all that you require of 
me. Wherever I ſee actual regularity of 
conduct, I ſuppoſe virtue; and as repen- 
tance may beſtow it as well as innocence, 
old ſcandal, however unanimouſly admitted, 
and perfectly proved, would not prevent 
me from making this charitable ſuppoſition, 
But this evangelical precept is by no 
means applicable to Madame d'Erneville, 
Not only is there nothing proved agaiaſt 
her; but ſhe is accuſed on no more than 
bear-ſay, on conjectures, and thoſe who 
traduce her are evidently animated by 
hatred or envy, Scarcely had I been a 
week at Autun, when ſeveral perſons 
vilned to prepoſſeſs me againſt her. I 
refuſed to liſten to them, contenting my- 
ſelf with aſking whether ſhe lived on good 
terms with her huſband, and fulfilled the 
exterior duties of religion. They were 
9 unable 
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unable to deny theſe two facts, and I 
would hear no more of the matter. 

MN intended to ſtay only a few hours at 
Erneville ; but I accepted with pleaſure 
the invitation of the maſter and miſtreſs of 
the bouſe, The cloſeſt union appears to 
- reign between the huſband and the wife; 
and every thing in this manſion beſpeaks 
order, kindneſs, and virtue. The children 
are charming, and well brought up. The 
adopted young girl is extremely intereſt- 
ing. She is in her twelfth year. I inter- 
rogated her on religion, and J found in 
her ſo much information and piety, that! 
think her qualified to make her firſt com- 
munion; but Madame d'Erneville wiſhes 
her not to make it till the day that ſhe is 
thirteen years of age, becauſe, on that 
ſolemn day, ſhe will inform her of the 
misfortune of her birth, of which ſhe has 


not at preſent the ſmalleſt idea. 

I was edified by the beneficence of 
Monſieur and Madame d'Erneville, who 
| have 
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have formed in their village ſome excellent 


charitable inſtitutions; among others, a 
ſchool for poor girls, which may ſerve as 


à model for all eſtabliſhments of this kind. 
Young Leocadie is already under the eyes 
of her adoprive mother, one of the go- 
verneſſes of the young female orphans, 
She has even juſt taken, to be about her 
perſon, one of them, whom ſhe treats as a 
favourite companion, I alſo. found there 
2 worthy rector, who related to me the 
moſt affecting traits of the kindneſs of the 
lord and lady of the manſion, In a word, 
| was really charmed at all that I ſaw and 
obſerved 1n this place. 

On my return to Autun, I failed not to 
ſpeak in praiſe of the Marquis and Mar- 
chioneſs before the very people who had 
endeavoured to ſpeak ill of them to me. 
This is an allowable piece of miſchief 
when it accords with truth; and I own 
that, independently of the ſentiment of 
ulti ce which inclines me to do it, I find 

in 
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in it a pyrticular farisfattion ; it 1s ſo pleaſ- 
ing to hu zad diſappoint enviers and 
calumniators 1 | 
Adieu, Madam, notwithſtanding your 
diſinclination to travelling, I till dare 
hope that you will come to Autun; gra- 
titude and friendſhip will receive you here 
with ſo much rapture. Beſides, you will 
here find mountains, rocks, Roman anti- 
quities ; and, in ſhort, the moſt ſincere and 
moſt devoted of friends. I entreat the 
kind and tender-hearted Agnes to ſecond 
me in the wiſh that I have to draw you 
into Burgundy ; 1 hope too that Jules will 
ſerve me in this to the utmoſt of his power, 


9 MN 
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LETTER III. 


From Mapams p'OROEVvAL 70 the 
„ CuHevaLitnR DE CELTAS. 


 Erneville, September 4. 
Lea eaſily gueſs from what quarter you 
picked up the impertinent ſtory reſpect- 
ing me. 
| 1 took the liberty of laughing at the 
. amours of Mademoiſelle Verrier and 
Monſieur Remi; I wiſhed in vain to diſ- 
ſuade Made moiſelle Verrier from the in- 
tention of marrying a man without any for- 
tune, and who has no other merit than that 
of readily making bad verſes; and, for this, 
Mademoiſelle Verrier has taken an aver- 
ſion to me. It is certainly ſhe who told 
you that young Sauval is in love with me, 
do, il, * L and 
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and that I return his paſſion. It ſeems to 
me that you ought to know me ſufficiently 
not to believe, at moſt, more than half of 
this fable. I am not now at a time of 
life to form new engagements; yet, if ] 
wiſhed to take a lover, I might, if! 
' pleaſed, make a more elevated choice. 
This young man is entertaining; he has 
the talent of mimicking; Mademoiſclle 
Verrier does not forgive him for having 
employed i it in regard to her and her lover; 
true it is that J laughed, til I cried, at a 
ſcene which he acted one evening at our 
houſe, and in which he imitated to per- 
fection, the pedantry of Remi, the ſenti- 
mental and childiſb air of Mademoiſelle 
Verrier, and the half and Balf manner and 
jealouſy of Mademoiſelle du Rocher. ln 
ſhort, I have ſar to him for my picture, 
and I have given it to my huſband, I ſee 
nothing very. ſcandalous in all this; but you 
are become ſo auſtere towards me ! .... 
You have long been ſeeking a quarrel with | 

eFfip DEN - = V4 © | E. 
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me. Since your intimate connexion with 
Madame de Bel + *, I no longer Kno] / 
you to be the ſame. Be a little more 
yourſelf again; and, perhaps, you will be 
more conſiſtent and more equitable. 

I am at Erneville, and I ſhall fpend here 
a few days. There is nothing new in this 
manſion, except that the company is 
increaſed by a little female companion, . 
given for ſome months paſt to Lẽocadie. 
This little girl, who is called Mina, is 
taken from the charity ſchool in the vil- 
lage. She is of the ſame age as Lẽocadie, 
and ſmart enough; ſhe is a pupil of my 
ſiſter· in-· law, and allo a foundling, not found 
in a cloſet, but at the gate of the caſtle. 
Pauline is very fond of her; ſhe has an 

affection truly maternal for all baſtards. 
What do you ſay of the long viſit that 
our biſhop paid here? My ſiſter-in law 
aſſerts that he is a man of underſtanding, 
and of ſublime merit and piety. I took 
good care not to ſay that I knew, from 

L 2 ya; 


- 


| 
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you, that this illuſtrious prelate was nothing 
more than a fool and a hypocrite. 
Zephyrine grows tall; but I do not 
think that ſhe grows handſome. You are 
in the right; ſhe will be made a precieuſe 
ridicule*, and be taught to be deceit. 
ful into the bargain; ſhe already deals 
in flattery to a ſurpriſing exceſs towards 
Pauline and the idol; but ſhe ſhall marry 
Maurice. This boy 1s amiable and very 
| handſome, 
My brother-in-law is ſtill as melancholy 
as ever. His health is very much im. 
paired ſince the /ubterraneous duel ; it is 
ſaid that, in conſequence of it, he has ſtill 
an open wound which makes him ſuffer 
greatly; but, through an incomprehen- 
ſible whim, ſince this adventure he has 
grown ſo fond of the cave that he has 


An abſurb, finical, prude : this appellation is bor- 
rowed from a celebrated dramatic piece written by 
Molitre, and entitled , Les Precieuſes Ridicules.— 


2 ur. 
cauſed 
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cauſed all forts of embelliſhments to be 
made in it. The road to it is gravelled, 
and the open place is much ornamented ; 
the rock is entirely ſurrounded by flowers ; 
evergreens, firs, and cypreſſes, have alſo 
been planted there; and a ſear, covered 
with moſs, has been made on the ſummit 
of the rock, OE calls this ſolitary 
place big ftugy 3 he works there, he ſays, 
vith leſs abſence of mind than any where 
elſe ; he goes thither every day; it 1s even 


aſſerted that he frequently. paſſes the night 
there, In ſhort, the mouth of the cave 


next to the caſtle is now cloſed by a gate, 


of which he alone has a key, ſo that che 
perſons: belonging to the family catiniot 
enter it but by making a long circuit to 
the port du Fourneau. Can you, conceive 
the meaning of all this? I think that it 
is to be wilder people in regard to the 
ſtory of the duel. But theſe *. ſtrange 
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tricks, which will make no change. 1 in any 
one's opinion. 1 

Adieu; 1 beg you, in future, to be leſs 


PRE of giving lectures, and, above all, 
io be leſs unjuſt. t 


Sept. 5. 
My letter was going to be ſent ; I open 
it again to tell you a thing that to me ap- 


"pears ſurpriſing ... 1 heard the ſmack- 


ing of whips, and preſently the noiſe of a 
poſt· chaiſe which entered the court. 1 


put my head out of the window, I ſaw on 


"th e ſteps, Albert and Pauline, receiving 
"with. open. arms the man who alighted from 
the carriage. . ,\ Gueſs who this man 


Was the Viſcount de St. Meran! .... 


| Probably, our biſhop has preached up here 
.the pardon of injuries; and this ſermon has, 
as you ſee, made a profound impreſſion on 


Albert's mind. 
However, 
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However, St. Meran has the moſt free, 
eaſy, and friendly air. The Marquis em- 
braced him very cordially, Pauline held 
out her hand to him with that air of feeling 
reſerved for great occaſions. - A meſlenger 
was diſpatched to Gilly ; the philoſopher 
polted hither this evening, in order to pat- 
ticipate in the joy of his friends... . One 
muſt come here to ſee ſingular things. 
Adieu; acknowledge the receipt of this 


— 


letter. 4 
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[LETTER IIV. 


From the MaRCHIONEss to Mons1tur 
D'ORGEVAL, 


| - Erneville, Fehruary 5. 
PRES ſet out the day before yeſterday 
in the morning for Dijon ; but I know his 
ſentiments, and I will do in regard to you, 
my dear brother, every thing that he 
would do himſelf if he were here. I ſhall 
employ all the influence that friendſhip 
can give, in order to incline you to mild- 
neſs and clemency, Conſider, my dear 
brother, that of all things, at your age and 
Madame d'Orgeval's, a rupture would be 
dreadſul, and might be prejudicial to the 
eſtabliſhment of Zephyrine, I know 
Albert's projects reſpecting this amiable 


girl, 
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girl, and I ſhall tell you, without any ſub- 
terſuge, at a mother publicly diſhonoured 
might make him renounce them. Con- 
fider, in ſhort, that Monſieur Dupui is ſtill 
living, and that a violent proceeding 
would embitter his old age... . Come, 
my dear brother, I conjure you, come at 
leaſt and hear me !. Allow me to telbyou 
that it is your blind confidence in the moſt 
contemptible of men that has occaſioned 
all your misfortunes. :': \. Come, in the 
name of heaven, before you take any de- 
termination ! Come and liſten 1 to a ſiſter, 
a ſincere friend, who expects you with the 
moſt lively! impatience and. a heart Pene- | 


rated with ſorrow. e 


4 1 
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From the ame to Monzizus | DU Ruan; 
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| "nin 15 | February g 
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letter from me, and oy: an expreſs; but! it 
is an unlucky event chat obliges me to 
write to you. ' Young Sauval, through a 
ſeries of miſconduct, the detail of which 
would be too long, has expoſed 1 my liſter- 
in-law in a very unpleaſant manner. I aſk 
you as a favour not to make him, on this 
head, any ſort of reproach ; but tell him 
merely that ſome unexpected buſineſs 
forces me to interrupt for a time Leoca- 
die's leſſons. You know that the Biſhop 
of Autun wiſhes to have an artiſt to repair 


the pictures of his cathedral; if you could 
SH. ſend 


* a 
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ſend Monſieur Sauval to Autun for two 
or three months, you would do me a very 
great pleaſure. However, this is, at 
bottom, nothing more than a miſunder- 
ſtanding, which, I fully hope, will be of 
of no prejudice to my ſiſter-in-law. She 
proves to me, on this occaſion, friendſhip, 
confidence, and frankneſs; I am deeply 
affected at this; and I flatter myſelf that 
my friends' will {Mare this ſentiment, and 
the intereſt with Which the la(pires me. 

| Leocadie was waiting for Monſieur Sau- 
val, in order to finiſh the head that ſhe 
intends for you; but ſhe is very able to 
finiſh ir Alone, and you ſhall have it ſhortly. 
Believe "we, Sir, the mother and daughter 
feel a great pleaſure in employing ene 
ſelves for ſuch a friend as you. . 23 
* Baroneſs, who is here, defires me 
to! tell you that ſhe ſtill expects you on 
Saturday; ; _ will be at home on en 
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Monsrzux DU RESNEL'S Ayfwer, 


0 , 
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Gilly, February Q.. 
Yon commands are obeyed, Madam; 
Sauyal will ſet off to-morrow. at five 
0 „clock in the morning, and he will not 
return from Autun till the courſe of the 
month of May. 0 
I knew all two hours before 1 I received 
your note. Sauval, diſmayed and truly 
penitent, had told me the ſcandalous ſtory 
which an angel of goodneſs « calls ei 
more than a mi/ynger tending. 
Your friends, Madam, qught, in this to. 
cm their conduct to yours; but, in 
adoring your generoſity, it is allowable 
for them, in this adventure, to recognize, 
with 


9 * 
9 * 
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with pleaſure, Providence, who puniſhes 
the enviers and detractors of virtue, and 
prompts the intereſting object of the 
moſt ſhameful calumnies to act ſo noble 
a part ! .. . I dare not tell you more; but, 
on Saturday, I will make myſelf amends for 
this reſerve with Madame de Vordac; 
you will not be n Madam, to reftrain 
1 £ 

Be ſo ET 8 as to undertake to 
thank Tor me the amiable and dear Lẽo- 
cadie ; ſhe knows the value that I attach 
to her petformances, and how neceſſary 
her friendſhip is to my happineſs, 
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LETTER LVII. 


/ 


From. the ien DE nes: to the 
CounTEss „ Eav. 


. r ed 


DO? 92831012118, 
Han © is another occaſion, Madam, i in 
which I will. not be uſeleſs to you, 1 have 
| ſeen the letter that Pauline has written to 
you reſpecting = as diſaſtrous hiſtory of 
Madame d'Orgeval, and the latter well 
merits an hiſtorian more exa# and leſs 
laconic. Attend, then, Madam, to a faith- 
ful and circumſtantial account. 

Laſt Sunday, Pauline, the children and 
myſelf, returned from high maſs; it was 
ten o'clock in the morning; the children 
began playing at battledore and ſhuttle- 


cock ; we left the Baron with them, and 
I fol- 


'Ernevllecatle, varia. 12. i 
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[ followed Pauline i into her cabinet, where 
we wiſhed to finiſh a book that we had be- 
gun reading the day before. Scarcely were 
we ſeated, when we ſaw the door fly open, 
and Madame J'Orgeval make her appear- 
ance; but pale, trembling, with her hair 
diſhevelled, and a face truly diſcompoſed. 
. She threw herſelf into à chair with- 
out - ſaying a word. 222K Good God !” 
ſiſter,” cried Pauline, what brings'you 
« hithet ? / Has your carriage broken 
« down? What has happened to you?“ 
—* No, ſiſter, replied Madame d'Orge- 
val, « I'am come to aſk you if you can, 
« if you will ſerve me ?. I am very 
« unfortunate }!'—* Ah, my dear. ſiſter! 
« ſpeak, what can Ido?” At theſe words 
I got up, and made ſome. ſteps towards 
the door, in order to leave the room 
ct No, Madam,“ ſaid Madame d'Orgeval,, 
ſtopping, me, you may ſtay ; my ſiſter 
* conceals nothing from you; and, be- 
« * what I haye to fay, thanks to the 
“0. folly 
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cc « folly of Monſieurd'Orge val, will be publie 
L in two days.” This ſtrange preamble pe- 
rrified Pauline and me, Woe. kept filence 
for a moment, and, during that time, Ma- 
dame d'Orgeval walked about the room 
with a theatrical and tragic air, but with- 

out ſhedding a tear. + be. 
 _- Jength Pauline reſuging the 6 con- 
« you muſt needs. think that I would nor 
« entruſt even to Madame de Vordac 
« ſecrets which are ot my on.“ 'N 
et matter, rejoined. Madame d' Orge val, 
« ſhe may ftay.” Ion to you, Madam, 
that I deſited nothing better; and 1 again 
ſat dowm in my chair. Madame d'Orge⸗ 
val double locked the dobr, leſt the key in 
it, took a chair, ſat down oppoſite to us, 
drew near her a ſmall table on which ſne 
threwker gloves. and all this with the moſt 
abrupt movements, and a look of anger 
and indignation. 42 Then ſhe faid to 
250 . ſtill without ſhedding a rear: «I 
6 « 3m 
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« am the victim of an atrocious act of trea- 


« chery ; that infamous huſſey Made moi- 
« ſelle Verrier has involved me in an ir- 


« reconcileable quarrel with Monſieur 
te POrgeval !'*—O! heaven 1 will 
4 tell you all without any farther preamble; 
« I have ſome firmneſs, and, whatever may 
« be the conſequence, I will not be dif- 
. concerted,” . My God! ſiſter, explain 
« yourſelf 1” — — After all, an error of 
« youth is not an unpardonable crime !“ 
—« As for me, I did not marry for love. 
« Inclination is not to be commanded. 

« The Chevalier de Celtas, from the very 
« beginning of my marriage, had for me 
«2 violent paſſion. Urged by the advice 
of Mademoiſclle Verrier, I returned it; 
t ve wrote to each other privately; Ma- 
demoiſelle Verrier undertook to deliver 
0 our letters. She once told us, that, in 
« opening a packet which ſhe received 
« from me, the letter I ſent ter for the 
« Chevalier had ea into a lighted 
6c 3 
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cc braſier, and. was bony This is eleven 
or twelve years ago. The fact is, that 
« little Vertier had miſlaid this letter, that 
te afterwards ſhe found it again, and had 
« the baſeneſs to keep it, apparently to uſe 
e jt as a weapon againſt me 1n eaſe of our 
* falling out.. Oh! ſhe's a monſter! ſhe's 
an abominable creature !”. . . . Afr 
theſe exclamations, Madame d'Orgeval, 

very much out of breath, made a little 
| pauſe. I looked at Pauline. 1 found 
myſelf i in the ſituation in which Hercules 
has frequently been painted; 1 was between 
vice and virtue. Oh l how ſublime did 
virtue then appear to me! How handſome 
and affecting was Pauline .... her eyes 
were caſt down, the moſt lively carnation 
coloured her cheeks I.... . her counte- 
nance, in-pourtraying a painful embarraſl- 
ment, had ſomething impoſing which 
ſhe has not in common; for indignation 
never ſhewed itſelf on that ſweet face by 
the expreſſion of diſdain; it is there ma- 
| nifeſted 
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nifeſted only by the coldeſt and moſt 
rious air, and by an fncreaſe of dignity. 

In the mean time Madame d'Orgeval 
reſumed her narrative : © In ſhort, ſiſter,” 
« continued ſhe, «Monſieur d'Orgeval went 
« yeſterday to Luzi; he intended to ſpend 
« three days there; but in the evening 
« he faw Mademoiſelle Verrier, who had 
« the infamy to deliver him that old letter 
« which I have before mentioned to you, 
« On this Monſieur d'Orgeval, in a rage, 
came back to * * *. He did not arrive 
« till three o'clock in the morning. Yau 
« muſt know that, the evening , before, 
« Monſieur Sauval, without having given 
me the ſmalleſt i intimation, had arrived 
it at ſupper-time; 3 he was ignorant of the 
«abſence of both Monſieur d'Orgeval 
© and of my uncle, who is at Madame de 
«©Tx+#+#'s. However, I did not imagine 
* that, at my age, there was any impropri- 
v7 ety in receiving an artiſt into one's houſe. 
. IRE ſupper, we played at cheſs till 

ce two 


— « 
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« to o clock; you know I love to (it up! 
c... .. Then I went to bed.... Mon- 
| « fieur Sauval ſtill ſtaid ſome time in the 
« drawing-room ; at laſt he went up to 
« his own apartment, undrefled himſelf, 
and, juſt as he was going to ſtep into 
«bed, he wiſhed to drink, found no 
4 water, took the candle to look for 
« ſome, and went down ſtairs. His candle 
c“ went out, he loſt himſelf in the galleries, 
% and miſtaking the door, he entered my 
t chamber [ was juſt dropping aſleep; 
« T awoke; judge of my ſurpriſe on ſee- 
« ing, in my room, Monſicur Sauval in 
his ſhirt, He was full as much aſto- 
'<« niſhed as I, and. way making a preci- 
«  pitate retreat, when all at once Monſieur 
« d'Orge val made his appearance. As | 
% ſaw his fury, 1 jumped out of bed to 
0 reftrain him, while Monſieur Sauval 
made his eſcape. . . . Monficur d'Orge- 
% val thinks there i is ſomething ſhocking 


et i in this ſtory, | which is certainly very in- 


* nocent. 


— 
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« nocent. | Fortunately my uncle was not 
« ar home, and will not return till to- 
t morrow. Monſieur d'Orgeval made 


« his cries. 5 0 3 If have got awav 4 and I am : 
« come to beg you, ſiſter, to make Mon- 
« eur d'Orgeval, if poſſible, liſten to 
« reaſon, If he ſucceeds in traducing me 
« ro my uncle, will he be the better forit, 


« my dear ſiſter, that you ate good and 
« oenerous : I aſſure you, that if you have 
« not been pleaſed with me ſometimes, it 


« ſych an uproar that all our ſervants heard 


« when I am difinherited ? ... I know, © 


, « was not my fault, but ſolely Monſieur 
6 « FOrgeval's.. If you knew the quarrels | 
: that we have had on that ſubject!“ 
r « Don't trouble yourſelf about me,” in- 
| Wl terrupted Pauline coolly ; © the queſtion 
0 is to ſerve you. Be very certain that 
al 


you.“ Pauline immediately began writ- 
ging to her brother-in-law. During this 
* 


4 will do every thing in my power for 


time, Madame d'Orgeval wiſhed to fawn 
13 on 
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on me; but I received theſe little cajole. 
ries rather drily, A meſſenger was dif. 
patched to Monſieur d'Orgeval, who, in 
conſequence of the entreaties of his ſiſter- 
in- law, arrived at Erne ville at eight o'clock 
in the evening. Pauline's note had fortu. 
nately prevented him from having the 
folly to inform Monſieur Dupui of theſe 
pretty events; but he had written to the 
Chevalier de Celtas a thundering epiſtle, 
in which he told him, among other things, 
that he was 4 fool, a knave,-and a coxcomb, 
This portrait is not drawn with neatneß 
and delicacy ; but it has a preciſion that 
pleaſes me, and I find it a very ſtrong 
likeneſs ; ; for, notwithſtanding the phraſes 
of the Chevalier de Celtas, he has, at bot- 
tom, very little underſtanding ; he diſplays 
flattery without graces, a falſe gaiety which 

always degenerates into irony, a continual 
taſte for playing on words, and eternally 
bragging of his own merits, and a puerile 
pride that ſhews itſelf aukward]y in the moſt 

trifling 
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tiling things 3 all this forms a deteſtable 
character With very lender abilities. . 


Pauline at firſt ſaw, in private, Monſieur 
doOrge val, who ſhewed her the oldlove letter, 
which 1 is fo clear that it leaves no doubt 
+. and is full of raillery on the blind- 
nes and ſtupidity of Monſieur d'Orgeval. 
This, | aſſure you, is what made him moſt , 

angry; he would eaſily have forgiven this | 
od fin ; but it is very hard to be no lon- 
ger able to believe all thoſe flattering 
encomiums beſtowed, for fifteen years paſt, 
on his penetration, his charming good-nature, 
&, As for the ſtory of Sauval, the pain- 
ter, even were Pauline to tell me again, 
with her ſolemn «ir, that it is blameable 
to repeat the converſation of a man overs . 
ruled by anger, I will not conceal from 
you, Madam, that Monſieur d'Orgeval 
himſelf told me that he had found this 
artiſt rubo was ſo innocently received, not 
I in ee d'Orgeval's room, but 
| iindulging 
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It is certainly very remarkable that, in 
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indulging himſelf much more at his eaſe. 
e · Do not imagine that he was merely A 
an arm-chair; no, Madam, better than 
that ſtill! I vow to God that I will not 
reveal this little circumſtance but to Mon- 
fieur du Reſnel; certainly neither you nor 


he will make it public. This poor Sau- 


val ran away from the houſe with nothing 
on but his ſhirt ; it was pouring with rain; 
he went and took ſhelter in a cottage in 
the village; there he dreſſed himſelf as a 


peaſant, and, thus diſguiſed, repaired.t to 


Gilly. He is now at Autun. 

Monſieur d'Orgeval, after having tho- 
roughly vented his fury, promiſed every 
thing that Pauline wiſhed, conſented to 
overlook, to conceal this adventure, to 


deny it if it were talked of, and, at laſt, to 


receive his wife. This interview was not 
very affecting; Madame d'Orge val diſ- 


played in it what ſhe calls frmne/s, that is 


to ſay, an effrontery by no means common. 


all 


| 


on this occaſion ! What an angel!... I 
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all this, ſhe had not for a moment tears in 
her eyes. She is a vile woman. 
Now, Madam, let us enjoy the part, ſo 


worthy of herſelf, that Pauline has ated 


— 


owe this juſtice to Monſieur d'Orgeval, 
that, for the moment, at leaſt, he was ſenſi- 


ble of the value of the conduct of his ſiſter- f 


in-law ; I ſaw him really penetrated by it. 
... What remorſe muſt be blended with 
this tender emotion... . Would you 
believe that Pauline ſeriouſly frets herſelf 
at this ridiculous ſtory ? When 74e-4-#te 
with her, I was indulging myſelf in 
joking about it. Ah 1” ſaid ſhe to me, 
« this dreadful ſcandal makes me feel 
* more ſenſibly the misfortune of being 


* calumniated; I might have honoured 
* the name that is tarniſhed; I might have 
e balanced this diſgrace; and injuſtice 
« makes me ſhare it!” In this, Madam, 
you will diſcover her delicacy and her in- 


comparable ſenſibility !.... 
—_— I forgot 


242 

1 forgot to tell you that Monſieur d'Or. 
geval has conjured Pauline to take entirely 
on herſelf the education of Zẽphyrine; he 
Has even made this requeſt one of the 
conditions of tae reconciliation. However, 
this gives no concern to Madame d'Or. 
geval, who has never piqued herſelf on 
being an affectionate mother; ſhe does 
not love her daughter; and, in a few years, 
ſhe will have an averſion to her, becauſe 
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=Y the will be jealous of her. 


Adieu, Madam, if the Baron's health 
permits, we ſhall come to Dijon in the 
ſpring. 1 cannot make a more agreeable 
Journey, fince it is to procure me the hap- 


| pineſs of ſeeing you. 
F \ 


# 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 


LETTER LVIIL 


From Mons1tur Sauval #0 MonsIEUR 
DU RESNEL, 


Autun, May z. 
[ #ave the honour of ſending you, by an 
opportunity that occurs, the views of the 
enyirons of Autun, which I drew from | 
Nature. It is aſtoniſhing that there have = 
not been engraved, more than once, the ] | 
beautiful landſcapes which are diſcovered. 
from the mountain towards Chalons. 
This mountain, covered with trees and 
majeſtic rocks, is in itſelf the moſt pictureſ- 
que thing that I have ſeen of the kind, I 
add, to theſe drawings, a view of the Porte 
4 Arrouzx, a fine piece of antiquity which 
M2 would 
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would likewiſe well deſerve the honours 
of the graver. 


Thanks to your recommendation, Sir, 
I have more work than | can finiſh, I 
Have taken a great number of portraits, ] 
have already painted ſever Dianas, fix Flo. 
ras, and four Veſtals, and a dozen warriors 
cuiraſſed and armed cap-2-pic. Laſtly, 


I have reſtored the pictures of ſeveral 
. churches. The bilhop is very kind to 
me. This worthy prelate has no oſtentati- 
on; he lives very frugally ; but his charity 
is immenſe; he employs all his revenues 
in decorating the churches, ſupporting 
indigent artiſans, and relieving the unfor- 


tunate of every deſcription. I muſt relate 
to you of him, an anecdote which will bring 
you better acquainted with him than all 


my encomiums. 
| Mademoi- 


* The following tory is not an invention; it is 
the exact account of an action of the virtoous 
Biſhop of Niſmes, at whoſe houſe I lived, on going 
to Niſmes, in my way to Italy, I bad this gr 

rOm 
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Mademoiſelles de L #*#*# are two old 
maids of a very good family, whoſe father 
ruined himſelf; the bad Rate of his affairs 
was not known till his death, which hap- 
pened about ſeven years ago. It then 
turned out that he had more debts than 
property ; his two daughters gave up the 
whole to his creditors. They had re- 
maining a ſmall eſtate, which they inherited 
from-their mother, and which they could 
lawfully retain ; but they ſold it in order to 


pay off every thing; and then they found 
themſelves abſolutely beggars ; for they 


had fold even the ſmalleſt article of furni- 
ture, having ſolely reſerved an old picture, 
repreſenting St. Jerome, becauſe their fa- 


ther loved this picture, which he had had for 


TI 


—_— 


2 


from one of his grand-vicars. This very Biſhop 
who, for forty years, never ſtirred out of his dioceſe, 
and whoſe knowledge equalled his piety, cauſed 
the high roads to be repaired at his own expenſe, 
eſtabliſned manufaQories, mr the town, and 
left in it no poor, 


M 3 | twenty 
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EZ twenty years at his bedſide. Theſe vir- 

4 tuous ladies having too much greatneſs of 
mind to ſolicit, and even to accept relief, 
determined to live on the labour of their 
own hands; but this feeble reſource could 
not, during ſeven years, afford them the 
mere neceſſaries of life, and they paſſed all 
that time in extreme indigence. 

The preſent biſhop, as ſoon as he was 
ſettled here, made the moſt minute inqui- 
ries reſpecting all the inhabitants of the 
town who might ſtand in need of aſſiſtance, 
Notwithſtanding the obſcurity, the ſilence, 
and the profound ſolitude of Mademoiſelles 
de L 4, he diſcovered their exiſtence 


and their hiſtory; he learnt alſo that they 

were as intereſting from their union, the 
3 purity of their whole life, and their eminent 
piety, as from their filial dilintereſtednas. 

and affeclion for their parents. He ſent 

to them one of his grand-vicars to offer 

them aſſiſtance, which they refuſed, ſaying 

merely that they had no want, Tic 

EEK ; biſhop, 


— - 
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biſhop, whom nothing can make renounce 
a good action, fully promiſed himſelf to 
find a method of extricating them from 
poverty, without wounding their deli- 
cacy. | 

Some time after, he heard that the pro- 
ptietor of the houſe in which theſe ladies 
lived, refuſed to renew the leaſe of their 
ſmall lodging, wiſhing to join their apart- 
ment to another, in order to let it to more 
advantage. On this, the biſhop conceived 
an idea which he reſolved to realize with- 
out delay. He ſent for me, communicated 
to me his plan, and inſtructed me in the 
part that l was to act. 

In conſequence, I went, very early in the 
morning, to the houſe inhabited by Made- 
moiſelles de L#* *. I told the proprie- 
tor that I wiſhed to hire one of his apart- 
ments, and that, as a painter, | was particu» 
larly deſirous of a good light; ſo that the 
moſt clevated lodging would be that which 
would ſuit me the beſt, He took me to 

M 4 the 
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the top of the houſe ; and, after having 
ſhewn me two ſmall cabinets, he told me 
that he ſhould join to them a pretty large 
room occupied by two old maids, who 
were to go out of it in a few days, ] 
aſked to ſee this room, and here was [ 
uſhered in to the Mademoiſelles de 
Lau. Theſe two virtuous ladies were 
already at work : the one was embroider- 
ing, the other was finiſhing a ſhirt, Two 
poor little beds without curtains, an old 
commode, a large walnut-tree table, and 
two old ſtraw. bottomed chairs formed all 
their furniture. Beſides, the four walls, 
blackened by the ſmoke, exhibited no 
other decoration than the favourite picture 
in a black wooden frame, repreſenting St, 
Jerome, On my appearance, the ſe ladies 
roſe up with a ſort of confuſion ; for, wiſh- 
ing to conceal their poverty, they never, 
unleſs in caſe of abſolute neceſſity, ſuffered 
any one to enter their room. As for me, 
ad bowing to Runs I appeared to 

remark 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 249 
remark nothing but the picture, which 
exactly faced the door; and, while their 
landlord was explaining to them the ſubject 
of my viſit, I ſtood motionleſs before St. 
Jerome. - After two or three minutes” 
contemplation, I ſtepped a little on one 
ide, in order to view the picture in a dif- 
ferent light, and, at length, tranſported 
with admiration, I exclaimed, . Les. 
certainly tis a Dominichins.” << Pardon - 
« me, Sir,” ſaid the elder ſiſter to me, c tis 
«© not a St, Dominic; 'tis a St. Jerome, 
* my late father's patron ! “ Made- 
“ moiſelle,” rejoined I, © this picture is- 
painted by — one af the 
« preateſt maſters of the Italian ſchool. 
er It is a maſter-piece ! Allow me to take. 
* it down, in order to have a cloſer view 
4 of it...... On ſaying theſe words, I 
took one of the chairs, I ſtepped on it, 
unhung the picture, and landed it on the 
floor, I then went on my knees, I ſpat 
öl „ on 
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on the picture, I wiped it, I rubbed it with 
my pocket handkerchief, I got up again, 
] ſtepped back, I ſtepped forward, and, 
after all this manceuvring, I turned about, 
faying, © Meſdemoiſelles, ſince you have 
« carefully preſerved this picture, you are 
<« not ignorant that it is one of the fineſt 
ce originals that exiſts ?”—< Sir,” anſ- 
wered one of the ſiſters, ** my late father 
« was very fond of it; this is the ſole 
« reaſon that made us keep it. Well, 
ce Mademoiſelle, will you ſell it?“ “ Sir, 
cc this picture is extremely dear to us, &c.” 
2“ But, Mademoiſelle, do you know 
„what you may have for it? Do you 
© know what it is worth ?”—< No, Sir,” 
* Tt is invaluable, Mademoiſelle, I will 
* not take advantage of your 1gnorance 
cc jn that re ſpect; yes, this picture is in- 
« valuable; I offer you five hundred 
* Jouis for it in ready money.“ —* Five 
hundred louis, exclaimed at once the 
| | landlord 


* — 
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landlord and the two ſiſters.—< Yes,” 
continued I, “ as much as that, and I am 
« ſure to ſell it again for ſeven hundred on 
« my arrival in Paris.” — © Upon my 
« word,” ſaid the landlord, approaching the 
St, Jerome, © I ſee very well now, that it 
« is a capital painting, although it is very 
« much blackened with fmoke ; but it is 
« extraordinary that, till this day, no one 
1 ſuſpected the merit of this picture.“ — 
« This is a thing that often happens,” re- 
plied I, © the Life of the Painters is full 
« of anecdotes of this kind,” —< Yes,” 
rejoined the landlord, “I remember to 
e have read that a painter, in travelling, 
bought for a few louis, at an alchouſe, 
« a beer- ſign, which he ſold again for * 
e thouſand livres. 

During this dialogue, the two ſiſters 
were whrfpering to each other. I begged 
them to give me an anſwer, and they told 
me that they conſented to ſell me this pic- 
ture, I promiſed to return in two hours 

| M6 with 
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with the money, and I left the houſe with. 
out farther delay, The-landlord, who 
followed me, requeſted me to ſtep into 
his apartments for a moment: *I have,” 
ſaid he to me, „ a St. Thereſa which de- 
« volved to me from my grandmother; 
« do me the pleaſure to look at it, as you 
© are here. If, by chance, this too ſhould 
ct be ſome maſter-piece ; who knows?” 
Il was therefore under the neceſſity of 
examining the St, Thereſa; it was nothing 
but a vile copy, though-not quite ſo bad a 
one as the St. Jerome, and, after having 
candidly told him what I thought of it, I 
flew to the biſhop's palace. The biſhop 
was waiting for me with impatience in his 
cabinet: © My Lord,” ſaid I to him, © you 
ec have juſt purchaſed for five hundred 
te Jouis a picture that is not worth twelve 
« livres; the buſineſs is ſettled.— Ah!“ 
rejoined he, © this is the beſt bargain that 
« J have ever made!“ He immediately 
gave me the five hundred louis in bank 
* notes, 
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notes, and I returned with them to Meſde- 
moiſelles de L*##*#. They were agree- 
ably ſurpriſed on ſeeing me again; they 
owned to me that they had thought I 
was laughing at them, When I diſplayed 
the notes, theſe poor old maids changed 
colour; they were agitated and trembling 
... . I preſented them with a handſome. 
Engliſh pocket book of red morocco 
which belonged to me, . begging them to 
accept it to put their notes in. They 
thanked me by an expreſlive look; for 
it was out of their power to ſpeak. .... 
When I took hold of the picture, to carry 
it away, they ſighed, ſaying, © Our poor 
et father! Meſdemoiſelles,” faid I to 
them, © piety towards your parents makes 
e you regret this picture; but I give you 
ee my word that I will make you a copy 
«of it which ſhall be a perfect reſem- 
« blance; I will ſet about it directly; you. 
« ſhall have it in a fortnight,” At theſe 
words, the two excellent old maids em- 


braced 
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braced each other, at the ſame time melt- 
ing into tears... © Ah! Sir,” ſaid they 
to me, we ſhall pray to God for you 
te every day of our life before this 
« picture !.. How: I regretted not to 
be able to tell them the truth, and to be 
forced to conceal from them the name of 
their benefactor 
I I depoſited at the biſhop's palace this 
valuable purchaſe. The biſhop contem- 
plated this picture with eyes of com- 
plaiſance..... Never did a paſſionately 
fond amateur receive with more pleaſure 
a capital picture that had long been wiſhed 
for | He told me that he ſhould place it 
in his oratory. © © My Lord,” anſwered I, 
te jf you compoſe a ſermon on charity, 
ic without oſtentation, it is before this pic- 
« ture that you muſt write it; you will 
< then be inſpired with ſublime ideas.“ 
I have kept my promiſe ; I have made 2 
tolerably handſome copy of this vile pic- 
ture, which the biſhop lent me for three 
51 weeks. 


THE RIVAL' MOTHERS, 255 


weeks. Every one believes that I really 
purchaſed it. Several pretended con- 
noiſſeurs came to ſee it in my apartments; 
among others, the Chevalier de Celtas, 
who amuſed me exceedingly by his aping 
the amateur, He eyed the picture in every 
direction with a ſcientific air ſo ludicrous, 
that it required a great command over 
myſelf not to burſt out a laughing. He 
ſaid very gravely that it was the fineſt 
Dominichino he had ever ſeen, I aſked 
him what he thought of my copy; he 
anſwered me that it was very pleaſing, that 
| Thad ſeized the manner of the original; 
but that J had not quite given the vigour 
of the ſhades and the expreſſion of the coun- 
tenance. (I could wiſh, Sir, that you had 
ſeen this expreſſion !) Nothing amuſes an 
artiſt like the folly of people of faſhion, 
who, without any knowledge of the arts, 
have ſuch pretenſions. 
I carried my copy to the good old 
maids, who are now as happy as they de- 
ſerve 
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ſerve to be. I go to ſee them ſometimes; 
it is to me a very agreeable fight, I am 

certain that this ſtory will give you plea- 

ſure; but I conjure you, Sir, not to 
F ſpread it, for the biſhop would not forgive 
me ſor divulging i it. 
i4 I wait your commands to return to 
Gilly. Has not my exile been ſufficiently 
long? I am more than ever ſenſible how 
much I have to repair l. . . I dare aſſure 


you, Sir, that in future you ſhall be — 
with my conduct. ‚ 


I am, with reſpect, Sir, &e. 
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LETTER LIX. 


From the Mancuriontss to the BARON E88 
DE Vorbac, 


Ernoville, February 31. 
Yo, my dear friend, to-morrow is a 
grand day! it will be my Leocadie's birth- 
day ! To-morrow ſhe will be thirteen years 
old, to- möorrow) ſhe will make her firſt 
| e and to-morrow ſhe will learn 
that ſhe has yet another mother. I 
have already apprized her that 1 ſhould 
reveal to her ſome important ſecrets. She 
turned pale and wept, and told me that 
ſhe had long had an imperfect idea that 
ſhe was only my adopted daughter, that 

| | me 
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ſhe had made this melancholy diſcovery 
without aſking any queſtions, or being po- 
ſitively informed of it, that ſhe had always 
| baniſhed from her imagination this dif 
agreeable thought; but that, on reflecting 
on it ſometimes, in ſpite of herſelf, ſhe had 
imagined that ſhe was a foundling like 
Mina; ſo, notwithſtanding all my precau- 
tions, ſne has pretty nearly diſcovered her 
birth. I have no more to tell her than a few 
particulars, and to let her know the atten - 
tions and the affection of her anonymous 
mother. I am certain that this account will 
inſpire Lẽocadie with a fond ſentiment for 
her! I ſhall no longer be the only mother, 
the preferred friend, the deareſt object. 
Adieu, my friend, I wiſhed to avail my= 
ſelf of the opportunity of Sauval, who is 
returning to Gilly. 1 will write to you 
again by Simon. Adieu, I ſhall ſcarcely 
flcep to-night! ..., . I have read in a thou- 
hoo periodical publications, that the great 

10 charm 
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charm of love conſiſts in the lively emo- 


tions which it procures. Ah! when the 


heart has not been corrupted and dried 
up by criminal paſſions, what emotions 


can ſurpaſs thoſe produced by filial 
piety, maternal affection, or even friend- 
ſhip alone ! Hs | 


LETTER LX. 
From the ſame to the ſame, 


February 22, in the evening. 


2 
4 
- * 


Tais morning my angelic LEocadic made 


her firſt communion with a piety as affe&» 


ing as ſincere. She was accompanied by 


Mina, by fix little girls belonging to the 
ſchool, and by four other new female com- 


municants, On coming out of the church, 


this intereſting little party went and break» 


| 


* 
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faſted at the houſe of our worthy rector. 
Afterwards, Leocadie invited all theſe 
young girls to dinner, at which Made- 
moiſelle du Rocher preſided; it was ſerved 
up at half paſt twelve o'clock in Leocadie's 
chamber. Zephyrine, who dined with us, 
& and at a late hour, read to them ona 
pious ſubject during all the repaſt. At 
two o'clock Leocadie and her companions 
returned to the church; Leocadie did not 
eome back till four o'clock ; I was waiting 
Sar her in my own room. I made her (i 
down beſide me, and I related to her in 
what manner providence placed her in my 
hands, I told her every thing, even the 
calumnies which this event had occaſioned 
to be ſpread againſt me.... . While I was 
| ſpeaking, ſhe held both my hands, which 
ſhe bathed with her tears. I ſaw all the 
- ſentiments that ſhe felt, ſucceſſively painted 
on her charming countenance. Never 
was face more expreſſive than hers, You | 


* that ſhe turns ä as frequently as 
be 44 others 
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others colour; and this particularity, when 
ſhe is ſtrongly affected, gives to her features, 
in other reſpects ſo engaging, ſomething 
ſingularly impreſſive. All at once falling 
at my feet: © O! my real mother!“ ex- 
claimed ſhe, „O] my generous bene- 
« fareſs, I conſole myſelf for not owing 
to you my life, when I reflect that I owe 
« you a thouſand times more ! But how 
« can I ever conſole myſelf for the trou- 
« bles that I have cauſed you! , , , . But 
« for this unfortunate, forſaken child 
„hom you have taken to your boſom, 
« malice could never have found means 
«to traduce you!” Her ſobs interrupted 
her ſpeech; ſhe was almoſt ſuffocated ; 
| took her into my arms, I put her into 
an elbow- chair; I was obliged to unlace 
her, and make her drink a glaſs of water. 
„My dear child,” faid I to her, 
Cit is, no doubt, a cruel misfortune to 
« occaſion, even innocently, a great ſcan- 
« dal, I think, with a lively forrow, that 
| | « the 
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« the crime which is imputed to me being 
<« almoſt generally conſidered as proved, 
ce gives me a frightſul celebrity, renders 
ee me an object of indignation to perſons 


L A * 
ce of virtuous ,minds, who are not per- 


te ſonally acquainted with me, and that it 
« js, at the ſame time, a dangerous ex- 


ee ample and an additional precedent for 


« weak and unprincipled women, who are 


be tempted to go aſtray!”..... Theſe 


reflections are tormenting, and, in this 
point of view, calumny mult always be 


afflicting and dreadful ; with what care 


ought we not to avoid furniſhing pretexts 
for it... What prudence and circum- 
ſpection a virtuous and truly religious wo- 
man ought to exert]... . But, in ſhort, 
perfect innocence makes amends for every 
thing; it inſpires the hope of a complete 
Juſtification, and it gives the courage to 
wait with patience. .;;, © Alas!” ſaid 


| Leocadie, « Iam the fruit of a crime; 
« ] gught for ever to bluſh at my birth!“ 


Till 
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F; 


very vaguely of her mother; I had en- 
tered into no detail in this reſpect; it was 
at laſt neceſſary to come to this intereſting 


and delicate article ! I told her that, being 


ignorant of the hiſtory of her mother, we 
ought to believe her as little culpable as it 
is poſſible to ſuppoſe; that certainly my 
dear Lẽoeadie did not owe her life to an 


act of adultery, and that every thing be- 


ſpoke in her mother the moſt endearing 
ſentiments. . . . Here Leocadie aſked me 
whether I knew to a certainty that her 


mother was ſtill in exiſtence : © Moſt aſ- 


* ſuredlyy” anſwered I, © every year in 


« the month of January, ſhe ſends you 


e ſome charming preſents; I have given 


e you ſome of them; but I have carefully 


locked up the greater part, which I will 
now deliver to you. Come, my child, 
N come and receive this truſt which muſt 
« be ſo valuable to you.“ On ſaying 
theſeFrords 1 roſe up; Leocadie, pale and 

PR trembling, 


. . . Till now I had ſpoken to her but | 


* 
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trembling, followed me.... . I opened 1 


large cloſet, and the firſt object that ſtruck 
our eyes, was the baſket in which Leo- 
cadie was found..... * Here,” ſaid I to 
her, © 1s your firſt cradle, look at this veil 
« with which it was covered; it was em- 
© broidered by your mother.”....... 
cc Ah!” cried Leocadie, melting into tears, 
& I {ce none but her who took mein!”.., 
In pronouncing theſe words, ſhe threw 
herſelf into my arms; my tears flowed 
with hers l... Till this moment, the idea 
of her mother had excited in her only 
confuſion and grief... At length, tak- 
ing up the note written by her mother's 
hand, 1 gave it to her, at the ſame time 
explaining to her that it was found in the 
baſket ! Then a new expreſſion appeared 
on her face ; ſhe took, with the moſt lively 
emotion, this affecting note... . Scarcely 


had ſhe read the firſt line, when ſhe fell on 
her knees, and in this attitude ſhe finiſhed 


reading it, ſhedding a torrent of tears. 
Tr. Mut 
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Muſt I tell the truth, my dear friend? 
But can we do otherwiſe with thoſe we 
love? . . . . This religious reſpect, and this 
- exceſſive ſenſibility, occaſioned me 1 cer- 
tain degree of pain l.. . . I ſaid to myſelf 
that a weak and culpable woman, and a 
mother who had abandoned her child, did 
not deſerve to inſpire ſuch ſentiments. . . . 
I faid to myſelf above all: Aud ſbe never 
felt any thing like this for me] A quick re- 
fletion ſoon made me bluſh at this firſt 
movement of envy ; but equity Which 
makes me repel it, cannot deſtroy its prin- 
ciple ! h 
In the mean time, 1 after having 
read the note, applied it to her lips, and. 
afterwards ſaid: Thou ſoalt quit me no 
e more, and I will carry thee with me to the 
grave! She then put it into her boſom! 
+++. « Will you believe that I was deeply 
hurt at theſe ſimple words: ©** Thou ſhall 
| * quit me no more! From a firſt impulſe, | 
1 found in them an indirect reproach for bo 
| VOL, III. N not i 
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not having delivered her this paper ſooner. 
. . But, nevertheleſs, J was ſufficiently 
| reaſonable to be ſilent; and Leocadie, 
ſince ſhe has read the note, is ſo taken up 
with the idea of her mother, that it is 


out of her power to pay attention to any 
thing elſe! 


I ſhewed her all the preſents, which ſhe 
examined with the moſt lively emotion, 
and almoſt always in ſilence. . ,. Aſter- 
wards I ordered all the ſe things to be car- 
ried into her room ; we remained alone 
for half an hour longer ; ſhe was con- 
ſtantly weeping and kiſſing my hands ; but 
ſhe ſpoke no more... . My heart was 
oppreſſed, It ſeemed to me that ſhe was 
afraid to entruſt, to me all that ſhe felt; 
1 ſuppoſed that ſhe wiſhed to leave me, in 
order to go and contemplate again the 
| gifts of her mother, and re-perufe her 
note... For the firſt time in her lite, 
found myfelt embarraſſed in her com- 
pany!..... Oh! how painful is this ſen⸗ 
| ** kiment 
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timent when we love paſſionately ! . 
At laſt T got up; I embraced her, telling 
her that I was going into the drawing- 
room, and that ſhe might remain in het 
own apartment till ſupper- time. 

[ learnt from Jacinthe that ſhe had 
paſſed all this time in examining and lay- 
ing out her mother's preſents, in reading 
over and over a note, and in praying to 
God, She has wept a great deal; this 
is evident from the redneſs of her eyes. 

No; my dear friend, I feel that 1: ſhall 
never be happy.. . . A fatal preſenti- 
ment announces to me that this dear child 
will occaſion me ſome heart- rending trou- 
bles . . I can no longer love but in 
trembling..... It is midnight, I muſt 
conclude. tt i 

Adieu, my friend. 
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LETTER LI. 


From the ſame to the ſame. 


February 28, 

Mv 621 friend!... . Figure to yourſelf, 
if poſſible, an idea of my trouble, and 
agitation. . . «. Three hours ago, Jacinthe 
entering my room, delivered me a large 
letter that came by the poſt.,.... I fav 
an unknown handwriting, and a ſeal with 
theſe words: Jo live in order to expiate!” 
I ſuppoſed that it was ſome libel ; I undid 
the cover, and found in it two papers; 
I opened the firſt that preſented ſell, and 
I read what follows: 

„ you virtuous benefactreſs of my 
« child! .... reſpectable and dear Pauline, 


6c allow an unfortunate mother once more 
| « to 


\ 
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*to addreſs you! ,.., Deign to deliver 
this note to my daughter; thirteen 
« years of regret, repentance, and grief, 
« have, PRs given me a privilege to | 
« write to her.” | 

Oh! what impreſſion have theſe words 
made on me: * To my daughter !” Alas l 
| welt knew that this too dear child does 
not belong to me; but with what painful 
emotion did I read this title written by 
the hand of her mother !... © To my 
« Liocadie!” «cc. It ſeemed to me that 
ſhe was depriving me of it... You 
lave, no doubt, a great curioſity to ſee the 
letter that is addreffed to her: ne. is a 
copy of it. 

« My daughter! _ 1e not, but 
te jn trembling and in ſecret, trace a name 
© ſo ſweet and fo dear l. „Alas! this 
title given by your guilty mother, will 
*.caufe you only aſtoniſhment and con- 
« fulion ! Overwhelming reflection. 
And I am Leocadie's mother; and yet 

W 3 « I muſt 
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« I muſt bluſh at it! Honour obliges me 
« to conceal the pureſt of all ſentiments, 
© maternal affection ... What ſhould 
« conſtitute my pride and happineſs is for 
ce me nothing but a ſubject of ſhame and 
grief. . . Thus it is that in deviating 
ce from virtue, we overturn, we overſet 
cc all the natural order of connexions the 
« moſt intimate and the moſt ſacred *1 . 


® Nothing can * more true than this obſervation 
reſpefing marriage. Whatever may be the abuſe of 
it in this country, it is the wiſeſt inſtitution ever in- 
troduted. into civilized life. Its numerous advan« 
tages are deſcribed by NIL Tox, in language that 
ſpeaks home to every heart not deſtitute of feeling. | 


Tranſ/lator's Note, 


Hail, wedded love, myſterious law, true ſource 
« Of human offspring, ſole propriety 
« In Paradiſe of all things common elſe. 
« By thee adult'rous was driv'n from men, 
Among the beſtial herds to range; by thee, 
% Founded in reaſon, loyal, juſt, and pure, 
Relations dear, and all the charities ? 
4 Of father, ſon, and brother, firſt were known.” 


Paradiſe 27. Book iv. 1. 75e. 
& Your 
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Tour unfortunate mother will never 
have it in her power to acknowledge 
«you; her fault was irreparable, and her 

« misfortune is without remedy and with- 
| « out hope! ... . Yet: you are not the 
| « fruit of an adulterous love... . a fatal ; 
, «error and a moment of diſtraction proved F 
| © my ruin... a ſingle inſtant of forget- 
«fulneſs can ſtain a whole life .. . I 
& have no right to offer you leſſons but 
« by painting to you my miſconduct and 
* repentance; fortune had done every 


{ « thing for me, and, from the age of %- 
t « teen, I have enjoyed none of her gifts. 


® Alas! in recovering virtue, in attaching 
« myſelf to it again with enthuſiaſm, I 
e have felt but too ſtrongly the loſs of 
« innocence !,... And what tears has the 
« ſacrifice of my child coſt mel... Ah! 
the ſource of them can never be dried 
«up! J am ſeparated from her; I can 
„ neither ſee her nor make myſelf known 
© to her... . And yet ſince ſhe has 
"04 «© exiſted 


1 
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« exiſted ſhe is the ſole object of my 
© thoughts. Ol my daughter f ever de- 
« prived of thee, and ever taken up with 
c thee, this heart profoundly feeling, this 
«© maternal heart is purified; for theſe thir- 
te teen years, it has never been moved, it 
« has ne ver beat but for thee, it has been 
« filled only with thy ſweet image l.. . Oh! 
at leaſt let thy ſoul anſwer mine! This 
« idea will give me new life, I loved alone, 
„ and I fondly loved thee; now I can 
ec fay to myſelf: ſhe knows that I exiſt, 


te the knows that at this moment I am 


thinking of her! 

e Adieu, my daughter, adieu, dear 
« Leocadie. Always follow the virtuous 
« examples of your adoptive mother, 
« Pity her whom Nature gave you, and 
« conſider that you are her only conſola- 
« tion, and that ſhe has centered in you 
ce alone all her happineſs and all her 
ee hopes.“ 


No 
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No language can deſcribe the impreſſion 
which this letter produced on Leocadie. . 
Moſt aſſuredly, it is very natural that ſhe 
ſhould be deeply affected by it; but the 
exceſs of her ſenſibility in this reſpect, is 
beyond every thing that you can imagine. 
... . . And I too, I have been aten up 
with her... not mercly by thinking of 
her, . .. For thirteen years paſt, what 
conſtant, what aſſiduous attention l. 1 6's. 
And I too, I have ſuffered l... Well, my 
dear friend, all that I have done, all that 
I have experienced, neither ſtrikes her nor 
affects her, certainly not ſo much as that 
ſingle page written by this unknown mother, 
of whoſe exiſtence ſhe was ignorant a few 
days ago. I am very far from accuſing 
her of ingratitude; I am fatisfied with 
her ſentiments, I ought to be ſo! .... I 
do not by any means take ill of her the 
enthufiaſm ſhe ſhews for her mother, and 
it does not even aſtoniſn me. Such is 
the human heart; a long ſeries of favours 
* 5 makes 


** 
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makes much leſs impreſſion than an 
action ſo affecting, which, without being 
meritorious, preſents ſomething extraor- 
dinary and ſtriking. We become cloyed 
with what occurs every day; it ſhould 
ſeem that conſtant continuity leſſens the 
value of favours; therefore what ſhould 
exalt gratitude, weakens it!... The 
heart, in general, feels with energy only 
by ſtarts... ... This anonymous mother 
has ſeized on Leocadie's imagination; ſhe- 
will have over her a ſupreme aſcendancy, 
However, I experience for this iatereſting: 
woman an undeſcribable ſentiment; 1 
ſhould wiſh to know her; I feel that ! 
ſhould love her, and yet I cannot think. 
of her without a Greactul Ro of the 

heart. 
: Leocadie,.on FORE the two lagen 
her mother, at firſt; thought only of me; 
her firſt movement was to exclaim: that 
at laſt I was going to be completely juſ- 
tified ! but I do not deceive my ſelf in this 
reſpect; 
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reſpect; neither you nor my mother ſtand 
in need of this freſh proof; and it. would 
produce no more effect on Albert's mind 
than: the anonymous new year's gifts; he 
would conſider theſe letters as an invention 
of LeEocadie's father. I have, on this 
ſubje ct, ſo little hope and ſo much diſ- 
couragement, that if theſe letters were 
known only to myſelf, I would not men- 
tion them to him. No; nothing can 
diſſuade him from the opinion that he has 
formed; and, perhaps now, to be leſs 
unhappy, he wants to believe me guilty! 
„ is at Nevres; he returns on Fri- 
day; Lill ſhew him theſe papers, and 
I will give you an account of our con- 
verſation on this ſubject. 

My mother writes me word that lntle 
Stephen has been very ill, and that the 
phy ſicians have recommended his taking 
the. country air this ſpring. I have pro- 
poſed to my mother to ſend him to me 
in the month of April; 3 this child | is ami- 

| 2 able; 
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able; I ſhall be delighted to have him 
here for ſome time, 

Adieu, my friend; you know my affec- 
tion for you Ah! believe me, it is more 
than ever neceſſary for me to know too 
how much you love me! 


LETTER IXIL 
From the ſame to the ſame. 
|: 0 7 


98 March 12. 


8 Arzxzr returned five days later than he 
had announced, becauſe he made a little 
excurſion to Dijon; and, in conſequence 


of my letter to my mother, he undertook _ 


to bring Stephen with him. I fhall keep 
this boy till the end of the autumn, and 
I intend in future to aſk for him, in this 


manner, every year during the whole 
ſummer, 
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ſummer. This child is fo well brought 
vp, and ſo forward for his age that he will 
give me no trouble; beſides, Albert en- 
gages to teach him almoſt all his leſſons. 
He eagerly ſeized this opportunity of do- 
ing a thing agreeable to my mother. 

I ſhewed he two letters, certain before- 
hand of the little effect they would pro- 
duce. I could not ſpeak of this new. event 
but with an air of conſtraint and embar- 
raſſment, Albert's two large penetrating 
eyes fixed on me, expreſſed a ſomething 
ironical that chilled me; the emotion of 
anger ſuddenly ſucceeded to that of fear 
I ſtopped ſhort in the middle of my ex- 
planation. , ... Iam ſure that I turned 
pale. . I put the letters on a table, 
got up, and left the room. Scarcely had. 
I reached my own apartment when I felt 
how fatal this external confuſion was to- 
me, and how much it ſpoke againſt me; 

but I cannot get the better of it. The 
fear alone of appearing agitated, will al- 


ways 


% 
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ways produce it... Theſe reflectionz 
occaſioned me a real fit of deſpair; had 
I been able to weep, I ſhould have been 
relieved ;. but my heart was oppreſſed ; I. 
was choking, and, ready to faint, I fell 
into a chair. . . . At this moment Albert, 
holding up the two letters, appeared. 
On ſceing him, my firſt movement was 
to make him 2 ſign, with my hand, to go 
away... . Ie {topped in ſilence, and. 
looked frightened ;- afterwards, without 
faying a word,. he quitted the room.. 
Then I had the injuſtice, to take it ill of 
him for having left me in the ſituation I 
was in, and I burft into tears. At the ex- 
piration of a few minutes, Jacinthe, ſent, 
by Albert, came in; L wiſhed to. be alone; 
and I remained chree hours in my room! 

. I have not ſeen Albert again but in 
the preſence of witneſſes; the ſaid nothing 
particular to me. His converſation i is na- 
tural and affectionate as uſual; but I find 


in his look and deportment, ſomething 
cold 
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cold and ſevere, Thanks to my folly, he 
is thoroughly perſuaded that theſe letters. 
are no more than a ſtratagem; and, per- 
haps, he thinks that this ſhameful artifice 
is of my own invention. Ah! how un- 
happy am II.. . . In the evening, Al- 
bert returned the letters to me, ſaying, 
in a whiſper: Dear Pauline, let this re- 
© main between ourſelves; Ladviſe you 


« not to ſhew theſe letters; for be aſſured* 


« that they would convince no one.” [I 
made no anſwer, We were in the draws 

ing· room; all the children were round us. 
Of what uſe -wauld be an explanation ? 
How could L prove that this apparent 
confuſion ariſes only from the idea that I. 


ſuppoſe him to poſſeſs ? Would not a wo- 
man, Who was criminal, hold this lan- 


ouage? Would Albert believe that fo, 
ſtrange a delicacy. is never to be over- 
come? A dilatory apology, deſtitute of 
proof, cannot efface a firſt impreſſion that 
is lively and ſtriking. This paſſed yelter- 
day; 


1 


1 


1 . * 2 
Dr 2 * 77 U * 
* 2 r 1 3 n * * 


Sw, — 
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day ; I could not write to you, I was tog 
M; I have till a very violent head-ach, 
Adieu, pity the unfortunate Pauline. 


LETTER LXIII. 


From the BaRONESS DE VORDAC to the 
Makqpis D'ERNEVILLE, 


March 13, 

T nave juſt received from Pauline a letter 
that wrings my heart, I ſcad you this let- 
ter; you will there find truth fo inge- 
nuouſly expreſfed, that you cannot call it 
in queſtion. Ah! calm the inquietude of 
this angel, of this incomparabJe woman, 
who has never lived but for you and for 
virtue, I afk you as a favour to conceal 
from her this ſtep, which ſhe would take 
ill of me. 
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LETTER LXIV. 
The Mazquns's Arufewer. / 


: March 14. 
Paviins, Madam, gives way to inquie- 


tude that has no ſort of foundation. My , 


eſteem for her is as unalterable as my af- 
ſection; and this I will venture to ſay, is 
what my conduct ought to prove to her, 

Accept, Madam, with your accuſtomed 
kindneſs, the affurance'of my reſpeAtul 
attachment, 
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LETTER, LXV. . 


From the Catvalits DE CELTAS 10 the 
CouNTESS DE BEL #% X, CAN ONESS of 
ATR” - 
| | Augult 6, 

Is HAVE been Cas this week ,my dear couſin, | 

at the Marchioneſs de T * * #'s, and. ! 

find myſelf again without emotion in the 
neighbourhood of Erne ville caſtle, and the 
houſe of old Dupui. I recall to mind theſe 
errors of my youth only to be aſtoniſn- 
ed at them. The confeſſions, which I have 
made to you in this reſpe&, ought to con- 

- vince you that the recollection, which ! 

have left of them, cannot be dangerous. 

I pity one of the ſiſters-in-law, and L 

have a ſovereign contempt for the other. 

This laſt ſentiment is univerſal ; at this. 

moment. 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 283 
moment in particular, indignation, as well 
as ſcandal, is at its height. The married 
pair have made an agreement that has 
pacified every thing; the huſband forgives 
the birth of Leocadie, and the wife has the 
ſame indulgence in regard to little Stephen, 
The two baſtards, to the face of the 
whole province, are at length united and 
brought up together in Erneville caſtle. 
In conſequence of this virtuous treaty, 
Albert * tolerates the preſent lover, the 
Viſcount de St. Merzn, and all, the reſent- 
ment occaſioned by the duel, is facrificed 
to paternal love, Is not this hetoic ? 
Since the introduction of the little male 


baſtard, the Viſcount has been received at 
Erneville, and with open arms, both by 


his miſtreſs and his rival; but it is ſaid 
that, in return, Pauline has invited Ste- 
phen's mother, the Counteſs d'Olbreuſe, 
to pay another viſit t to our neighbourhood, 
and that we ſhall ſee her arrive very 
thortly, 


Theſe, 
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Theſe, it muſt be admitted, are events 
by no means common; this is no longer 
children's play, Pauline, the heroine of 
this fine romance, is two and thirty, and 
the hero is ſeven or eight years older | 
All theſe follies divert us extremely. 
The Marchioneſs de TA is worth 
hearing on this chapter; ſhe has no ſmall 
ſhare of wit, and her company is delight - 
es 
_ Certainly, my charming friend, in what- 
ever manner it may be, we will meet again 
this year. I conſole myſelf for your ab- 
_ fence only by indulging the hope of ſeeing 
you arrive at Autun, or by forming the 
project of going to jdin you at Lyons. 
In the mean time, write to me-as often as 
you can; direct your anſwer to me here, 
I intend to ſtay here, at leaſt, three weeks. 
— 
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LETTER LXVI. 


\ From the MaRqu1s. 70 the COUNTESS 


D*ERNEVILLE. 


i Erneville, September 5. 
I navx committed a blunder, or to ſpeak 
more correctly, an act of folly, which oc- 
caſions me much uneaſineſs. 
You know what melancholy charm at- 
tracts and detains me in the cave far theſe 
laſt three years . . . The deſire of fixing 
ſome fugitive thoughts, which overwhelm 
but ſtill attach me, led me'-to pen 
there my long reveries. I carry thither 
a pocket-book, in which I write down _ 
whatever preſents itſelf to my imagination; 4 
on my return home I again read over theſe 
productions of ſorrow; when I am out 
| DE of 


— 
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of the cave, I form an opinion of them 
_with more coolneſs ; I copy what appears 
to me to be good, retrenching or diſguiſ- 
ing every thing that has a reference to 
my ſituation, and, of this I am forming 
a work on melancholy, in which will cer- 
tainly be found feeling and truth. I never 
fail to burn the ſheets of the original 
writing compoſed in the cave, when [ 
have made an extract from it; but ſome- 
times I- keep it three or four days: Yel- 
terday, having it ſtill in my pocket, at 
ten o'clock in the morning, I made an ex- 
curſion on the high road, in order to try 
a new horſe. In paſſing by the wind- mill, 
the horſe, which is extremely ſkittiſh and 
reſtive, made a prodigious ſtart, and threw 
himſelf down. I came off unhurt, which 
is very fortunate, for I was thrown under 
the horſe; but, in this movement, I loſt 
my pocket book, which fell out of my 
pocket without my perceiving it. I did 
not make this diſcovery till I was undreſſ- 
i A ing 
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ing myſelf to go to bed. ] ſent one of my 


ſervants on the road; but he could not find 
any thing, and I myſelf have ſearched in 
vain this morning. This pocket-book 
mult have been picked up by ſome paſſen- 
ger, and will not be reſtored, fince it has 
not been brought back already, True it 
is that my name is not in it; yet, ſo near 
Erneville caſtle, the finder might well 
ſuppoſe that it belonged to me. I ſhould 
be diſconſolate, if it fell into the hands of 
Pauline ; but fortunately ſhe never walks 
that way, nor the children neither. "The 
poſt goes out this evening, and I wiſhed 
to relieve my uneaſineſs by communicating 
it to you. Ah! my friend, peace and tran- 
quillity are bleſſings irrecoverably loſt to 

your unhappy ſon ! ; | 
I took Stephen into the cave; I cannot 
expreſs to you what I felt on ſeeing him 
ſeated on the rock where his unfortunate 
mother appeared to me ! No, indeed; no 
reaſoning, no ſtrength of mind, nothing, in 
, ſhort, 
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ſhort, will ever be able to diſſuade me 
from the idea that I Heard ber and /aw her. 
... . It was ſhe! it is well proved that 
ſhe then no longer exiſted ; but it was ſhe! 
And St. Meran abſolutely ſaw nothing ! 
This recollection confounds my reaſon; 
I daily repeat to myſelf that this viſion 
was no more than an illuſion ; I repeat it 
to myſelf in vain, I cannot believe it; yet 
I cannot admit a prodigy . . . I do not 
- comprehend how this confuſion of ideas 
has not entirely turned my brain. 
Adieu, my dear mother; Stephen is 
well, learns ſurpriſingly, and becomes 
every day dearer to me. | 
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LETTER LXVIL 


Anonymous, addreſſed to the MaRcRHTONSS. 


MapamM, . Erneville, Oftober 15. 


A rAssENOER found, near Erneville caſtle, 
an old leather pocket- book, containing the 
papers fent herewith, which he read, be- 
cauſe they were neither ſigned nor ſealed. 
| He ſhewed them to a lady who knows the 
hand-writing of the Marquis d'Erneville, 
and affirms that this ſingular compoſition 
is his. As it appears that the Marquis's 
brain is quite diſordered, it is conceived, 
Madam, that it will be rendering you a 
krvice to inform you of the matter. 

This Camille, Stephen's mother, who 
is here alluded to, was ſeduced by the 

VOL, 111, 0 faithful 
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faithful Albert, and was, for a year, his 
miſtreſs in Paris. Afterwards, ſhe went 
under another name, and ſettled at Nevers, 
where ſhe remained a long while; ſhe 
came from time to time in diſguiſe, to ſee 
her lover at Erneville ; the cave was more 
than once the place of rendezvous. She 
travelled with him into Auvergne, and to 
many other places. In ſhort, leſs conſtant 
than beautiful and captivating, ſhe grew 
tired of this kind of life ; and returning to 
Paris, came out at the opera-houſe, and 
made a great deal of noiſe by her ta- 
lents and her beauty. The Duke de Rol- 
mond fell in love with her, took her from 
the ſtage, and became fondly attached to 
her. This charming creature died about 
three years ago. 
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REVERIES 


ov THE 
MARDO9UIS D'ERNEVILLE, 


WRITTEN BY HIM IN THE CAVE BY MOON-LIGHT, ON THE 
ATH OF SEPTEMBER : 


Found in the pocket-book, and ſent in the anonymous letter. 


Yes! we can enjoy affections even ſhut up | 
in the grave! death cannot deſtroy them; | | 
it ſerves only to refine them. We enjoy 

them with a profound melancholy ; but it 

would be ſtill more painful to renounce 

them! .. . There is ſomething more ter- 

nible than death; it is forgetfulneſs! ,.., 


Ungrateful, frightful forgetfulneſs, there 
i the tomb of ſenſibility. 


0 2 lc 
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O:! Camille ! During your life, I ban. 
niſhed from my thoughts the dangerous 
recollection of thee ; now I can, I muſt re. 
call it to my mind! To abandon myſelf to 
It, is now no more than a puniſhment and 
an explation. , ... Grief and remorſe pre- 
ſerve to me the idea of my guilt; and gra- 
titude throws an eternal veil over thy er. 
rors. I wiſh to retrace to myſelf only thy 
charms, the frankneſs, the noble pride of 
thy ſoul, and that affecting and impaſſioned 
energy which belongs to thee alone! .... 

Thou art no more! but thou liveſt till 
in this heart, which, not having been able 
to give itſelf to thee, and not daring even 
to regret thee, will never be conſoled! .., 
I having nothing to offer to thy memory 
but my grief. . Ah! at leaſt the tears 
which I ſhed over thy aſhes will flow til 
my laſt breath! . . . Here I ſaw thee 
again! it was not a dream; I ſaw thee 


again!. . Not ſuch as thou formerly ap- 
| pearedſt 


* 
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pearedſt to me in thoſe fleeting days of en- 
chantment and infatuationl ... The 
lively bloom of youth no longer ſhone 


on thy face ; the fire of love no longer 


animated thy eyes! Leſs dazzling, but 
equally beautiful, and a thouſand times 
more affecting, I ſaw thee again on this 
rock!. . . In this place conſecrated to 
me by an inconceivable illuſion! Yes; 
I am determined to remove all the doubts 
of a proud and vain reaſon!,.... I am 
determined to believe that thy wandering 
ſhade has repoſed in this myſterious 
aſylum .. . Oh! how majeſtic was thy 
bewitching figure l... thy ſtedfaſt and 
piercing look, ſharp as an avenging ſword, 
penetrated to the very bottom of my heart! 
Ah! this cutting ſhaft cannot be torn 
from it.... What didſt thou want? 
Didſt thou come in order to puniſh me, or 
to announce to me my pardon ?. .. . Shall 
I believe that the ſoul, releaſed from its 
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_ terreſtrial bonds, can preſerve the deſire of 
revenge? No; hatred and reſentment are 
human paſſions; feeling alone muſt be 
immortal; it alone muſt ſurvive us!..,. 
Thy apparition muſt be a favourt..., 
Yet what dreadful trouble it has left me ! 
What a revolution it has produced in my 
heart.. . Oh! from the boſom of the 
grave what an empire haſt thou found 
means to reſume over my imagination! 
'Inceſſantly beſet by thy image, ever abſent 
and prepoſſeſſed, I fee nought but thee; I 
ſee, alas! only a fugitive ſhadow ; reality 
is for me annihilated ; I cannot enjoy it: 
my life is no longer any thing but a melan- 
choly dream; I abandon myſelf entirely 
to mournful illuſions; I take a delight in 
nouriſhing and preſerviag them. 
Why cannot this imagination, ſo ſtruck, 
ſo filled by thee, preſent thee again to my 
. Uſeleſs wiſhes! formed fo 
often for theſe three years l... . Camille! 
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*. ve return... thou heareſt me, thou 
liſteneſt to me; but ceaſe to be inviſible; 
ſhew thyſelf !... Oh! could I behold 
thee once more on the ſummit of that 
rock! .. .. by the mild and pure light of 
that ſtarry ſky! ./.. there, on that moſſy 
ſeat, beſide the cypreſs which my hands 
have planted! ]... . I would venture to 
interrogate thee; I ſhould have but one 
queſtion to put to thee; I ſhould aſk: 
« Ig Camille happy?“ and if ſhe anſwered 


me, © Yes, I am,” I ſhould die contentedL 
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LETTER LXVIII. 


From the BARON ESS DE VORDAC 70 
|  Monsizua bu RESNEL. 


October 17, 


Jupcx, Sir, how unhappy I am to know 
that Pauline is ill, and to be detained here 
by a ſacred duty. Have pity on me. 
Let me know exactly how ſhe is, what 
her complaint is ; for all that I am told of 
it gives me no information. Sauval aſ- 
ſerts that it is a nervous attack, Made- 
moiſelle du Rocher writes me word that 
it is an indigeſtion. Lẽocadie's ſhort note 
is very alarming, and explains nothing. 
In the name of heaven, write to me the 
particulars! Has an expreſs been ſent to 

| Dijon 
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Dijon to the Marquis? In ſhort, do not 


ſuffer me to be ignorant of any thing that 
concerns her. My uneaſineſs is inexpreſ= 


ſible. I expect your anſwer with an impa- 
tience of which you alone can have an idea, 
Thank heaven! the Baron is not ſo ill 
this evening. 


rr 
— — 


n 


LETTER LXX. 


Mons1euR Du RESNEL's Anſwer. 


Oftober I7. 


IX conſequence of Sauval's account, I ſet 
out immediately for Erneville, and, though 
I have been here ever ſince five o'clock, I ; 
have not yet been able to ſee her. Leo- | 
cadie and Maurice, without conſulting their k 
mother, had already ſent for Doctor 

| 8s 2 * | 
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_ "Tiphaine ; and that reſpeQable and able 
man told me in private, that this ſudden 
illneſs certainly proceeded from à moral 
cauſe, She has had terrible convulſions; 
ſhe is feveriſh, ſhe is fullen, does not open 
Her lips, and can bear no one in her room, 
not even Leocadie, The doctor's viſit 
appeared to diſpleaſe her very much; ſhe 
has ſpoken to her children only to forbid 
them explicitly to ſend an expreſs to the 
Marquis, or even to inform him of this 
accident by the poſt. They were inclined 
to diſobey her in this reſpect, which ! 
have prevented. I alſo made the phyſi- 
cian ſenſible that he ought to conceal his 
opinion reſpecting her complaint, and this 
is his intention. However, the phyſician 
is by no means uneaſy. But I own to 
you, Madam, that it is impoſſible for me 
to return this evening to Gilly, I ſhall 
ſleep at Erneville caſtle, for the firſt time 
in my life in Albert's abſence, I am de- 
_ termined 
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termined to know how ſhe will paſs the 
night, and how ſhe will be to-morrow. 

This is the manner in which the illneſs 
eame on: 

Yeſterday, which was a poſt-day, Pau- 
line was extremely well. At four o'clock 
there were brought from the poſt- office 
a large letter for Pauline, and the newſ- 
papers. Pauline, after having looked at 
this letter, got up without opening it, and 
went alone into her own room, Every 
one was walking, At the expiration of 
an hour, Pauline rang the bell....... 
Jacinthe, not being in the houſe, Suzette 
went to her, and found her in a dreadful 
condition ; ſhe had a ſhivering fit and con- 
vulſions; ſhe called for ſome ether, and 
would not lie down, But, the ſhivering 
increaſing, ſhe was put to bed. She then 
had ſome violent reachings. The ehil- 
dren came in at this moment; they ſent 
to Bourbon for the doctor, whom ſhe 
politively refuſed to ſee. No one went 
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to bed; and, at four o'clock in the morn- 
ing ſhe found herſelf ſo ill that ſhe aſked 


for the phyſician. He gave her a potion 


which quieted her a little. She is much 


— 


better to-day, but ſtill in bed, and, as 1 


have already told you, does not chooſe to 
fee any perſon whatever, She even begged 


the doctor to return to Bourbon. You 
know how much he is attached to her. 
He will not leave this place till ſhe is able 


to get up. 


In all this, the children are what they 
ought to be to the moſt affectionate of 
mothers, and the moſt perfect of govern- 
neſſes. Leocadie, in particular, is ador- 
able. How ovght every one who loves 
Pauline to cheriſh her ... I ſend this by 


Simon, who will bring me back an account 


of your health and the Baron's. I ſhall ' 


have the honour of writing to you again 
early to-morrow morning; Sauval will 
carry you my letter ; he will be able to 

2 anſwer 
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anſwer all your queſtions, and he will 
come back when you wiſh to ſend 
Adieu, Madam; who, better than I, 
can form an idea of your concern and 
unealineſs? 


LETTER LXX. 


Vu? 


From the ſame to the Jae. | 


Erneville, October 18. 
I nave TE! her; ſhe is up; a bath which 


the took at five o'clock in the morning, 
has wrought miracles. She has no more 
fever; but ſhe is very weak, very much. 
altered; and what is but too ſtriking, is 
the extreme redneſs of her eyes! 


a 11 Her 
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Her heart has ſuffered a violent ſhock ; 
it is impoſſible to doubt it; may ſhe re- 
heve her trouble by entruſting it to you! 
As for me, without knowing this ſecret 
chagrin, and without divining it, I partici- 
pate in it from the bottom of my ſoul. 

I have to-day diſcovered that, notwith- 
ſtanding Pauline's prohibition, Mademoi- 
ſelle du Rocher has taken on herſelf to 
write to the Marquis; ſo I am perſuaded 
that he will return very ſhortly. 

I ſhall ſet out from this place to-mor- 
row after dinner ; you may well ſuppoſe, 
Madam, that it will not be to return to 
Gilly: I ſhall devote to you the remain- 
der oſ this weck... . To be near you, is 
not to have quitted Pauline; it is finding 
her again. 


- 
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LETTER LXXI. 


From the Marquis to the COUNTESS. 


Erneville-caſtle, October 21. 
Pavitne is ſtill very much dejected; her 
eyes are very red; but, in other reſpects, 
ſhe is perfectly recovered. 

You poſitively enjoined me to inform 
you, with the ſtricteſt truth, of all the par- 
_ ticulars of her illneſs... . . Alas! mother, 
what ſhall I tell you? .... On the 16th 
ſhe was in the moſt perfect health; the 
poſt arrived; a letter and the newſpa- 
pers were delivered to her; ſhe left the 
newſpapers in the drawing-room, without 
opening them (I found them all ſealed up 
on the chimney); ſhe took the letter into 
her room; and, after reading it, had hor- 

rible 


— 
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rible convulſions... . . I opened the pa- 
pers, arrived that day by the ſame poſt ;| 
and I there ſaw that the Duke de Roſ. 


mond, hunting with the king, had fallen 
from his horſe, and was ſo dangerouſly 


hurt that there were no hopes of his life. 
Fortunately, (and this expreſſion does not 
eſcape me, I employ it with reflection, ) 


fortunately, I ſay, the newſpaper of the 


19th mentions that the Duke is out of 
danger. On the 19th, Pauline, for the 
firſt time ſince his accident, fat down to 
table, and went into the gardens!..., 
However, I muſt ſay that ſhe read neither 
the former nor the latter paper ; they both 
remained ſealed up in the drawing- room; 
but Pauline received letters by the poſt! 
... . Nd one here read theſe newſpapers, 
and I immediately burnt them, in order 
that there may not, at leaſt in the houſe, 


be made from them ſome fatal compa- 


riſons .. . . As a reward for my unli- 


mited confidence, I dare earneſtly entreat 


you 


ꝶ6 . PSS 
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you to conceal from her my reflections in 
this reſpect. To inform her of them 
would ſerve only to afflict her, and to tor- 
ment me, by depriving me of my only con- 
ſolation, that of opening to you my mind 
without any diſguiſe. Pauline maintains that 
her illneſs aroſe only from a violent indigeſ- 
tion, followed by a nervous attack. 1 ap- 
pear to believe it, ſhe is ſatisfied, and we 
live on ,go6ds terms; if ſhe knew what I 
think on this point, ſhe could not but repeat 
that all chances are always combined againſt 
ber. Iama little cloyed with this phraſe ; 
it would make no impreſſion on me; and 
we ſhould be both equally to be pitied. 
I admit that it is, phyſically, poſſible 
that Pauline may, without any moral cauſe, 
have had a fever and convullions pre- 
ciſely at the hour of the arrival of the 
poſt. But, on that very day, at that very 
hour, ſhe received a letter, This letter 


was neither from you nor me, She ſhut 
herſelf up to read it, and fainted after hav- 


ing 


hs 
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ing read it.. . Here are a great many 
ſingular chances for one ſolitary fact! 
You will tell me, my friend, that even 
ſuppoſing ſhe had formerly loved the man 
whom ſhe ſaw only for a few days, it 
would be improbable that ſhe had pre- 
ferved for him ſuch a ſentiment after four. 
teen years abſence. No; I do not believe 
that ſhe has preſerved any love; but I be- 
lieve that, in adoring Leocadie, ſhe has 
conceived a violent paſſion for her father; 
that, without being an accomplice in his 
artifices, ſhe takes them kindly of him, 
that ſhe thinks them ingenious and in- 
terefling, that ſhe ſees in them both an 
eſtimable wiſh to exculpate her, and an 
endearing affection for Lẽocadie. Theſe 
attentions, theſe charming and ſumptuous 
preſents, this perſeverance, cheſe lxtters 
full of ſentiment, all theſe things have 
ended by making on her a deep impreſ- 


ſion. Nothing appears to me more plain. 
5 But 
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But let us drop the ſubject; I grant you 
that all theſe ſtrange appearances are not 
poſitive proofs; yet you muſt at leaſt 
confeſs that there 1s cauſe of aſtoniſhment, 
doubt, and affliction. You reproached 
me for abandoning myſelf to fantaſtical 
ideas which diſturb and darken my imagin- 
ation. Ah, my dear mother! !.. . . alas! 
Jam forced to love, with leſs violence, 
the object that alone could ſolely occupy 
and fill my heart. Every idea foreign to 
this object, however melancholy it may 
appear, if it can divert my mind from my 
real misfortune, cannot but be ſalutary to 
me. The illufions of the cave act only on 
my imagination, which they ſtrongly poſ- 
ſeſs; they inſpire me only with melan- 
choly : my reflections on Pauline rend my 


heart ; and, were I to abandon myſelf 


to them without reſerve, they would throw 
me into the moſt frightful deſpair! .... 


Suffer 


a_s - 22 — Las ů — 
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Suffer me then to bewilder myſelf with 
a ſhade, to meditate on a grave, and ia 

_ vague, gloomy, bur engaging ideas, to loſe 
ſometimes the recollection and the ſenſe 
cf my real troubles!.... 


LETTER LXXII.. 


From the MaRCcnionsss 2 the BARONESS 
| DE VoRDaC. 


| | Oftober 8. 
Wuar, my dear friend! you queſtion my 
confidence and my affection? Ah! do 
not completely overwhelm your unhappß7 
Pauline ... Well, I will tell you all 
that it is allowable for me to avow. I 
ſhall afflict you without giving you any 
information. 
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information. I ſhall ſhew you the greateſt 
proof of confidence, without revealing to 
you my ſecret... . But, in my turn, I re- 


quire from your friendſhip, that you ceaſe 


to interrogate me on this melancholy ſub- 
ject, and that you burn this letter when 
you have read it, 

Yes; this ſudden illneſs was produced 
by a moral cauſe! by the diſcovery of a 
terrifying and painful myſtery! ,...., I 
experienced, in the ſpace of a few minutes, 
all that can ſtrike the imagination and 
tear the heart... Surpriſe, alarm, 
terror, pity, indignation. .... and other 
movements ſtill more painful and more 
violent... Aſk me nothing farther. 
O! my friend, I make to myſelf a virtue 


of my ſilence; reſpect it; you o not 
cauſe it to be broken. 


Do not be uneaſy about my health ; I 


take care of it; for it is uſeful to ſome 
beings, Ah! grief does not occaſion 


death! .. . This periſhable body, not- 
withſtanding 
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withſtanding its fragility, is made for re. 
ſiſting, without being deſtroyed, the ſuf. 
ferings inſeparable from life, as a veſſel is 
made for ſupporting, without being daſhed 
to pieces, the fury of the winds and 
ſtorms, 


Adieu; I ſhall certainly come : and em- 
brace you before the end of the week. 


LETTER LXXIII. 


The BARONESS's Anſwer, 


| Offtober 25. 


Sos friend of my heart; my dearly be- 
loved Pauline; yes, I ſhall reſpect your 
filence; I am certain that the motive of it 
is ſublime. Were it even in my power 
I would not penetrate this fatal ſecret ; I 
ſhould ner I was betraying it, by en- 

deavouring 
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deavouring to divine it. I ſhall be ſilent 
without any effort ; I queſtioned you only 
to participate in your ſorrows, if you were 
ſuffering : what are the particulars to me ? 
do I not know all, when I know what you 
experience .. Come and weep in the 
boſom of a faithful friend ; come, your 
tears mingled with mine will flow with leſs 
bitterneſs ! | 1 


— 
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LETTER LXXIV. 


From the MaRcHIONESS to the BaroNes:, 


January 4. 

Tux anonymous new-year”s gift is arrived. 
It conſiſts of ear- rings, rings ſet with pre- 

cious ſtones of very great beauty, and two 
other articles much more valuable in the 
eyes of Leocadie, as they are the work 
of her mother; a gown magnificently em- 
broidered with gold and ſilk ſhaded, and a 
picture in oil colours painted in a charm- 
ing ſtyle, and repreſenting a woman, veiled, 
in a garden, tracing on a tree the name of 
Lẽocadie. Theſe preſents were accom- 
panied by an extremely affectionate, but 


very ſhort letter, addreſſed to Leocadie. 
| The 
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The Duke de Roſmond arrived at 
Moulins on the very day on which I left 


it, How fortunate for me not to have 
met him there ! He came on account of 
the meeting ot the ſtates of the province, 
that is to ſay, in order to ſpend a few days 
there with the Prince de * * &. I imagine 
that he will afterwards pay a vilit to the 
Biſhop of Autun, cannot expreſs to you 
to what a degree I ſuffer from knowing 
that he 1s ſo near us! Leocadie 1s exceed- 
ingly troubled at this idea; for I have not 
concealed from her, that many appearances 
perſuade us that he is her father, She 
has found means to admit this ſuppoſition 
with the belief that her mother is not 
guilty of adultery. Her mother told her, 
in her firſt letter, that ſhe- was the victim 
Fa fatal error. Teocadie thinks that 
ſne is free, and that the Duke may have 
| ſeduced her only by concealing from her 
that he was married, which, undoubtedly, 
is very poſſible; this infamous impoſture 

VOL, III, * would 


314 THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 


would be no more than a piece of gallantry 
in a man ſo depraved. The Duke being: | 
in che neighbourhood, we are often expoſed 
to the inconvenience of une xpectedly 
hearing his name mentioned; then Leo. 
cadie turns pale and I bluſh. Alas! 
however it is not for me to bluſh ! and it 
is I who groan under the weight of in- 
Juſtice and ſhame ! But I complain 
not, ſince heaven has deigned to leave me 
innocence, that ineſtimable treaſure, the 
irreparable loſs of which is ſecretly de- 
plored by ſo many hearts formed for virtue, 
a treaſure ſo valuable, that even the om- 
nipotence of the Creator cannot reſtore it 
to us, when it is loſt! ... God can re- 
ſtore us health, happineſs, virtue, and even 
life ; but he cannot reſtore us innocence. 
His ſupreme goodneſs can only aſſiſt us 
- In its preſervation, | 

Madame d'Olbreuſe writes to me con- 
ſtantly with the ſame exactneſs, and the 
ſame friendſhip, Her brother-in-law, the 
Marquis 
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Marquis d'Elvas, has juſt married a rela- 
tion of the Chevalier de Celtas, of the 
elder branch of the family ſettled in Lan- 
guedoc. I do not believe that this alliance 
will produce a very affectionate intimacy 
between the Chevalier de Celtas and 
Madame d'Olbreuſe. 

Adieu, perfect and belofed friend ! 
Moſt aſſuredly, I will go on Monday to 

Bourbon, to dine with the doctor, ſince 
lam certain of meeting you there, and 
[ have, beſides, the hope of bringing you 
home to Erneville. 
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LETTER LXXV, 


From the ſame to the ſame, 


March 2, 


'T xv it is, my dear friend, that I have al- 
ways laughed a little at monuments placed 
in gardens; and yet I have juſt had one 
finiſhed within the encloſure of my par- 
terre; but this idea 1s leſs inconſiſtent, 
and, above all, leſs common than you 
imagine, 7 

I own to you then candidly, that not 
only will I not have this building removed, 
but that it was I who cauſed it to be placed 
where it now ſtands, This 1s what I did 


not chooſe to ſay publicly: the fact is as 
follows: 


For 
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For upwards of two months paſt, I 


. . . 
wiſhed to be able to meditate on a tomb, 


and, knowing Sauval's difcretion, I made 
him a half-confidant; I told him, that 
having declared myſelf againſt ornaments 
of this kind, I did not wiſh to appear in- 
conſiſtent, eſpecially in the eyes of my 
pupils; I informed him of my project, 
which is happily executed. I had a pretty 
ſtatue of Melancholy; this charming figure 
is holding a dove in her hand, and weep- 
ing over a funeral urn. I have engraved 
on the ſocle of the ſtatue theſe verſes of 
Monſieur La Harpe: 
a ges nau er fes plaiſirs ne ſont connus que delle; 


% 4 ſa douleur qu'elle aime, elle eft toujours fidele*"? 


And 1 ſaid, before every one, that I 
was determined to place this ſtatue in my 


Which may be thus rendered in Engliſh 
van. 


She only knows what ills and joys ſhe proves, 
For ever faithful to the grief ſhe loves. 
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private garden, which appeared very na- 
tural, I added that, in order to give a 


good grace to the ſtatue, the ſocle of which 
is too low, I ſhould put it on a pedeſtal, 
Accordingly, by the fide of the rock and 
the fountain, I have had made a ſmall hol- 
low work in mafonry, reſembling a pe- 
deſtal, One day when Albert was at 
Luzi, I ſecretly depofited in the inner 
empty ſpace of this work, a ſmall cedar 
box which I entirely covered over with 
ſheet-lead; afterwards, I myſelf put mortar 
fufficient to conceal it well, and I imme- 
diately ordered the whole to be cloſed up, 
in my preſence, with bricks and cement, 
The day after this operation we ſet out 
for Dijon, and I faid publicly to Sauval 
that I commiſſioned him to have this pe- 
deſtal faced with white marble, and to 

place on it the ſtatue, Inſtead of that, 
during my abſence, he cauſed to be made 
according to our ſecret agreement, a mo- 
nument of the moſt beautiful proportion 
| and 
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and the moſt elegant form ; and the ſtatue 
is placed on the ſummit of the rock; there, 
it has a very ſtriking effect. On my re- 
turn, J appeared very much ſurpriſed and 
diſſatisfied at this pretended invention of 
Sauval; but the monument being conſtruct- 
ed, and producing really a point of view ex- 
tremely pictureſque, all my pupils entreateg 
me to leave it, and to this J had no great 
difficulty in conſenting, | 

As for the cedar box, all that J can tell 
you, my friend, is that it contains a me- 
lancholy truſt! ... it contains the ſecret 
which hangs ſo heavy on my heart, and 
which I cannot confide to friendſhip. . . . » 
Bur if, as I hope, Albert ſhould ſurvive 
me, he will know this myſtery when I 
ſhall be no more; and I dare believe that 
then this monument ſo frequently bathed - 
with my tears, will, at leaſt, become the 
laſt object of his meditations ! 

Adieu, my dear and affectionate friend; 
burn this letter immediately. | 


— 
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LETTER LXXVI. 


From the ViscounT DE Sr. MEHRAN 70 
the CounT bt PoLIONt, 


Paris, April 20. 


I słE with inexprettible- pleaſure, my 
friend that, at length cured of an unfor- 
tunate paſſion, you give yourſelf up to the 
charms of ſtudy, reading, and philoſophy. 
I will now anſwer the doubts which you 


propoſe to me; and the queſtions which 
you aſk, 


Believe me, my dear Poligni, the moſt 
numerous as well as the moſt hurtful preju- 
dices are the work of the paſſions“. Simple 

| credulity 


This aſfertion cannot be contelted ; yet our in- 
telligent readers can never ſuppoſe that the autho- 
s | reſas 
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credulity can eaſily yield to evidence: no 
powerful attraction attaches it to error; 
it vaniſhes, without reſiſtance, on ſceing 
the light which the paſſions dread, and 
which they conſequently avoid or pretend 
to call in queſtion, 

No; the people muſt. have a - 
The leſs remote men are from a ſtate of 
nature, the more they feel this want, this 
ſublime wiſh inſpired by hope and grati- 
tude*, . Atheiſm 1s a monſtrous dream of 

civilized 


n 


— — 


reſs means to condemn the paſſions altogether, but 
only the abuſe or exceſs of them; for, as the poet 
juſtly obſerves: 0 


« Paſſions, though ſelfiſh, if their means be fair, 


% Liſt under Reaſon, and deſerve her care; 
© Thoſe, that imparted, court a nobler "EY 
« Exalt their kind, and take ſome Virtue's name.“ 


Tranſlator*s Note. 


* No perſon of reflection will ſay, that the people 
of thoſe countries, called civilized, can diſpenſe with 
religion; but, notwithſtanding the poſition here 
laid down by Madame de Genlis, it is a well-known 

Pg "a 
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civilized man, corrupted by pride; all the 
favages have eſtabliſhed among them re. 
| bgtious ceremonies ; to acknowledge a 
fovereign power, to honour and invoke it, 
are ideas and actions inſeparable, when 
we follow only the natural light of reaſon; 
Idolatry, therefore is no more than a wan- 


_—_ n ** 


— 


fact that men, nearly in a ſtate of nature, are 
not ſo much in want of it as thoſe in the more ad- 
vanced ſtages of ſociety, It is not the ſavage, (as 
our authoreſs aſſerts,) but the refined man, who 
ſtands moſt in need of a worſhip, The Indian, for 
inſtance, in the wilds of North America, or the more 
| favoured native of any of the numerous archipela- 
goes in the South Sea, having ſcarcely any tempta- 
tions to vice, (which 1s by no means the caſe among 
the inhabitants of countries, where the arts and 
ſciences are introduced,) may be ſaid to receive from 
Nature, almoſt all that is neceſſary to make him a 
uſeful member of the tribe to which he belongs, 
If the arts and ſciences could be cultivated without 
corrupting the morals of nations, it would certainly 
be the acme of human improvement; but, of this, 
hiftory aFords no well-authenticated example.— 
Franſlator : Note. 


dering 
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dering of the inſtinct which the Creator 
has given us; and atheiſm, or what 
amounts to the ſame, the deiſm of our mo- 
dern philoſophers, 1s the moſt abſurd and 
moſt aſtoniſhing depravation of it. Of 
all ſyſtems, the moſt extravagant 1s, no 
doubt, that of atheiſm ; but the indifference 
and the conduct of the deiſtical encyclo- 
pediſts are equally incomprehenſible. Who 
has revealed to them that that ſupreme 
being who created man, endowed him with 
feeling and reaſon, and gave him an im- 
mortal ſoul, was indifferent to his homages 
and deaf to his prayers? That he expects 
nothing more from intelligent creatures 
who have received from him thought and 
the gift of ſpeech, than from the animals 
deſtitute of reaſon which he has ſubjected 
to his empire? What! theſe ſimple re- 
fletions do not even inſpire our deiſts 
with the ſlighteſt doubt. 
God puniſhes not, and ſtands in need of no 
worſhip : they are ſure of this! Of what uſe 
8 £5 then 


* 


324 THE RIVAL MOTHERS. 


then can be to me the belief of a God? 
What influence can it have on my inten- 
tions and my conduct? What benefit, 

what conſolation can I derive from it? 
What then is that impaſſable being whom 
J cannot offend, on whom I cannot make 
an impreſſion ? that diſdainful maſter who 
refuſes to hear me ? Why has he given me 
the faculty of knowing that he is the 
eternal ſource of all perfection, if it be not 
to adore him? ... The atheiſt is at leaſt 
conliſtent; he ſays: No worſhip, becauſe there 
75 no God. But to ſay: No worſhip, although 


- there is a God, is both to blaſpheme, and 
to draw a concluſion in a manner infinitely 
abſurd, | 

The irreligious man, as ſoon as he is 
poſitive, is mad, judging him only accord- 
ing to his own arguments; he will beheve 
only what is geometrically proved to him. 
Now, he knows that it is impoſſible to 
prove to him that there is no God; he 
muſt be in doubt; and if he admit a God, 
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as it is equally impoſſible for him to prove 
that God does not wiſh to be honoured 
and invoked ; he muſt alſo be in doubt in 
this reſpect, and, in this doubt, it is extrava- 
gant to reject prayer. Inſtead of this ſcep- 
ticiſm (the only kind of irreligion that we 
can conceive), our free - thinkers proclaim 
a fixed and unſhaken belief; they are 
poſitive and decided, as if they had the 
moſt poſitive proofs of the truth of their 
ſuppoſitions. What then is this blind 
faith of incredulity? this faith ſo warm and 
ſo firm? and why does the chriſtian faith 
occaſion it ſo much aſtoniſhment ? 


We find repeated what was ſaid for- 
merly (and. what might be true a hundred 
years! ago), that there are no ſincere athe- 
iſts. Before modern philoſophy had over- 
ſet all principles, all ideas, and deſtroyed 
all morality, atheiſm was indeed extremely 
rare; there were then ſome true deiſts ; 
but conſequently very different from ours, 
Theſe ancient deiſts, in admitting the ex- 

| iſtence 
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iſtence of God, thought that we ought to 
adore him, and offer up our prayers 
to him. On every other point they 
had only doubts, and this ſcepticiſm: 
(which was that of Montaigne and of ſo 
many others) left them at leaſt ſome re- 
fpe& and even vcneration for the eſta- 
bliſhed worſhip, becauſe they were of 
opinion that this worſhip might be agree- 
able to the Supreme Being; they neither 
admitted nor rejected revelation, and they 
admired the ſublimity of evangelical mo- 
rality. Theſe deiſts had no pride; ſimple 
doubt occaſions none: far from deſpiſing 
thoſe who firmly believed, they repeated : 
« Perhaps they are in the right.” Ac- 
cordingly among them, ſouls endowed 
with great ſenſibility, and minds capable of 
meditation, not being able to endure this 
fatal ſtate of incertitude, reflected, and 
improved themſelves, in order to diſcover 
truth,- which always ſhews itſelf to thoſe 


who ſeek it with ſincerity; and they ended 


by becoming truly religious. The others, 
hurried 
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kurried away by the paſſions, or maſtered 
| by ſloth, indolently remained in a ſtate of 
indeciſion. Theſe deiſts were ſucceeded 
by atheiſts ; pride, by which they were ei- 
ther depraved or intoxicated, united them, 
and they formed a ſect, called encyclope- 
its. Certainly there can be no doubt 
of the atheiſm of the chiefs of this ſe& ; 
during their life, they taught the doctrine, 
at the ſame time not. daring to deny, at 
leaſt openly, the exiſtence of God and the 
ſpirituality of the ſoul ; but, fince their 
death, their letters and their poſthumous 
works ſufficiently demonſtrate their real 
ſentiments. Voltaire, Diderot, and d'Alem- 
bert, in preaching up materialiſm, in mak- 
ing atheiſts of all their proſelytes, durſt not 
take an odious title which would have 
ſhocked the multitude ; they gave atheiſm 
a leſs diſhonoured name; but, for ſixty years, 
they ſpread its principles with indefatiga- 
ble perſeverance. Thus it is that atheiſm, 
notwithſtanding its ſtupid audacity, forced 
11 to 


328 THE RIVAL MOTHERS, 


to become hypocritical, has aſſumed the 
maſk of deiſm. And it might at this day, 
in general, be ſaid with correctneſs, that 
there are no fincere deiſts. At length, by 
an overthrow of all reaſon, by an incon- 
ceivable conſequence; which particularly 
pourtrays this age, the cauſe of atheiſm is 
no longer ſupportable; it is univerſally 
abandoned; and atheiſm never was ſo 


common. True it is that our pretended 
deiſts admit the exiſtence of God“; but 


they trouble themſelves no more than the 
atheiſts, about that God of whom they 

have made a being ſo perfectly uſcleſs to 
man and to morality! In ſhort, they have 
broken the ſacred tie which unites man to 
his Creator, and which affords at once an 
end, an encouragement, and a reward for 
virtue. I repeat it, there is not between 
them and the atheiſts any real difference, 
and this is the fort of prevailing and gene- 


ral irreligion. 


® Robeſpierre alſo admitted it.— Note of the Editor. 
| Modern 
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Modern philoſophers pretend that a 
people compoſed of atheiſts would form 
the moſt peaceable and mildeſt nation in 
the world, and they maintain that it were 
to be wiſhed that there was no prevailing 
religion in a ſtate and no preſcribed wor- 
ſhip. Every government that ſhould not - 
preſcribe a public worſhip, would aboliſh 
religion. If this misfortune ever happen 
in France or elſewhere, what will be the 
reſult? that the people will fall into the moſt 
deplorable ſuperſtition, Whoever has 
lived in country places, and knows the 
people, knows that they will never diſpenſe 
with worſhip. If they be deprived of the 
religion of their forefathers, they will 
make one for themſelves; they will forget 
the goſpel, the moral of which curbs the 
paſſions ; they will make all piety con- 
ſiſt in trifling ceremonies ; theſe ceremo- 
nes, being multiplied and degenerating, 
will 
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will daily become more abſurd, and will 
inſenſibly form idolaters and fanatics*, 


In order to ſecure the empire of equi- 
table and beneficent laws, this human code 
muſt be - ſupported by a religious code. 

What are laws without public morality ? 
And where would this morality be found 
in France, if religion were deſtroyed? 


Where would the people find the firit 
notions of it? In the books of real phi- 


loſophers? In thoſe works which have 
Taiſed France (ungrateful France !) above 
all other nations? But if we were deter- 
mined to have no more religion,it would be 


* 


% May we not be permitted to affe, whether any 
ceremonies could poſſibly be more trifling, or more 
abſurd,than ſome of thoſe which were dictated by the 
prieſthood in France? Among others, who has not 
heard of the almoſt incredible practices recurred to, 
under the immediate guidance of theſe miniſters of 
grace, in the dewout addreſſes paid, by credulous 


females, to St. Guignolet, a ſaint of no common 
fame in Burgundy ?—Trarſator. 


neceſſary 
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neceſſary to prohibit the reading of Fẽ- 
nelon, Paſcal; Maſſillon, Boſſuet, Racine, 
&c. becauſe they prove in their works that 
real virtue cannot exiſt without religion, 
and they victoriouſly refute all the ſophiſms 
which, in our days, have appeared ſuch 
luminous novelties! ... We ſhould then 
be obliged to have recourſe to the books 
of the modern philoſophers. 


Heaven preſerve us from the dreadful 
misfortune of ever ſeeing their maxims 
and moral reduced to action! We ſhould 
ſee every thing moſt monſtrous that mad- 
neſs, inconſiſtency, licentiouſneſs, injuſtice, 
and ferocity can offer? Who could find in 
theſe incoherent works any chain of prin- 


ciples whatever ? The moſt ſtriking con- 
tradictions ſwarm in every page; the moſt 
_ odious vices are there deified; it is a 
gloomy labyrinth ftrewn with abyſſes, where 
we are bewildered from the firſt outſet ! 


Morality,without religion, will always be 
arbitrary; and no perſon then ſetting out 
from 
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from ſacred principles, every one will be 
able to maintain the moſt pernicious ſo- 
phiſms. The one will make a panegyric 
on the paſſions, the other on ſuicide ; ano- 
ther will turn the virtues into ridicule, and 
will treat as prejudices the love of our 


country and the - ſentiments of nature, 
He will maintain hat a woman of gallantry 


is more uſeful to the flate than ſhe who 
paſſes ber life in attending the ſick, relieving 
the poor, and releaſing priſoners *. Another 
will praiſe. ferocious actions, and will ſee 
no more than an amiable weakneſs in 
adultery, and even in the moſt ſhameful 
and moſt depraved exceſs of debauchery f. 
All theſe things are to be found in the 
writings of our philoſophers. Why ſhould 
not all theſe principles be admitted? They 
are convenient to ſo many people! And 


_ ® Helvetius. 
- + Diderot and Voltaire, —2; Might not the au- 
thoreſs have here added the name of the celebrated 


and, we fear, too popular German dramatiſt, Kot- 
zZebue ?—Tran/lator. . 
to 
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to what tribunal can we appeal againſt 
them? Who will have authority to con- 
demn them? Is not the opinion of one 
man as good as that of another man? 
And if he who maintains a bad one, has 
wit and great talents, will he not always be 


ſure to be in the right? But with a religious 


elementary works of morality written for 


by 


goſpel; but, even in this caſe, if they be 


rege none but hypocrites; for, from 9 


code, this moral anarchy cannot exiſt, 
ſince every thing that is contrary to the 
moral taught by religion, is admitted as 
bad. Will it“be ſaid that there would be 


the people ? I defy any one to make them 
uſeful and conſiſtent without copying the 9 


not given as the word of God, they will 
their own authority, men will never pre- 
vail on their fellow- creatures to ſubmit to 
a moral fo auſtere and ſo pure; they 
will feel that it is ſublime ; they will ſome- 
times ſcem to follow it (which will be 
only to outward appearance); and they 
- will 


CI 
= 
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will ſubſtitute pride to conſcience *®. The 
fear of God may lead to perfection; the 
mere fear of the blame of mankind has 
never produced real virtues, and com- 
monly inſpires nothing but meanneſs and 
falſehood. In ſhort, if we give any other 
moral than that of the goſpel, it will be a 
falſe one; and if we give this eternal moral, 
what madneſs, when we can ſpeak in the 


name of God, that 1s to ſay, with ſupreme 
authority, to ſpeak only in our own name? 
To plunder the goſpel and to proſcribe it, 
would be a ſtrange infatuation. 

What can we oppoſe to theſe argu- 
ments? That religion may produce fana- 
ticiſm ? What do not men abuſe ? Muſt we 
endeavour to extinguilh, in every heart, the 


Els not this, in general, too much the caſe with 
the profeſſors of chriftianity ? Where ſhall we find 
the man who, independently of. the religion that he 
pretends to follow, does not, in a corner of his heart, 
treaſure up a convenient creed of his own, which 
always permits him to gratiſy his MasTER-P as- 
SLON k-Tranſiator. 

| Jove 
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love of our country and of liberty, becauſe 
theſe ſentiments miſunderſtood, have, in 
all times, led to the commiſſion of crimes 
the molt atrocious ? Let us obſerve, that 
religious fanaticiſm may be combated by 
the goſpel itſelf, which breathes nothing but 
mildna:ſs and toleration, and which, far 
from having a mean ſo powerful againſt the 


fanaticiſm inſpired by the love of liberty, 
the moſt impoſing examples ſeem to au- 
thorize all its exceſſes, All the heroes, the 
moſt revered in this way, were aſſaſſins: 
Harmodius and Ariſtogiton, together 
with Timoleon among the Greeks ; Brutus 

among the Romans, &c. 
© Fortunately for the cauſe of virtue, ſince 
the death of the chiefs of the moſt dange- 
rous of all ſe&s, irreligion is no longer 
cried up but by thoſe whoſe works are as 
contemptible as their principles; impious 
proſelytes, who, profeſſing to revere the 
encyclopediſts, have ſo frequently, by their 
ignominious praiſes, tarniſhed the name of 
: Voltaire, 


| 
| 
| 
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Voltaire, and profaned that of Rouſſeau. 
Writers without talent, who, in a barbarous 


language as inflated as incorrect, repeat- 
ing nothing but common place equally ſtale 
and dangerous, fancy that they have fa- 
thomed all the depths of metaphyſics, and 
think that genius conſiſts in denying and 
deſtroying every thing; that they are elo- 
quent if they are obſcure and whimſical, 


and that they write like Voltaire, as ſoon 


as they have talked of philoſophy, and 
adopted his orthography. Ridiculous 
pigmies mounted on tickliſh ſtilts, in order 


to ape the Titans ſcaling heaven“! . 


Alas ! the real Titans, like thoſe of fable, 


raiſing after death the earth whit 
covered their, bones, have partly opened 


abyſſes more profound than the burning 


gulfs of Etna! 


* According to fable, the Titans thunderſtruck, 
and plunged into the ſubterraneous gulſs of Sicily, 
produced, by their efforts to releaſe themſelves, the 
"crater of Etna and its eruptions, 
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LETTER LXXVIL 


The CounT be Pol ici Anſwer, 


| | May 6. 
Ves, my dear St. Mẽran, your obſerva- 
tion ĩs juſt and new ; the cauſe of atheiſm 
is abandoned; yet never were there ſo 
many atheiſts, It is becauſe the mind has 
been enlightened in ſpite of itſelf; or, to 
ſgeak. more correctly, driven to ektremi- 
ties by victorious refutations, while tlie 
heart has remained corrupted. We re- 
nounce inſupportable propoſitions; - 
preſerve * principles which favour the | 


paſſions. Thos this apparent contradic: 
tion; which has ftruck you; is leſs an in- 


conſiſtency than an artifice. We wiſh to 


conceal a depravation that would diſguſt, 
" „ if 
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if it were openly diſplayed ; people turn 
deiſts in order not to avow a horrible 
materialiſm, or the moſt perfect and moſt 
extravagant indifference on this impor. 
tant ſubject. No one, among the modern 
philoſophers, dares to ſay truly what he 
thinks; this is what particularly diſguſted 
me with them; for I have diſcovered that 
there does not exiſt a ſingle one of their 
proſelytes who, unleſs he be an ideot, is 
not a hypocrite. 

Hypocrites, who aſſume the maſk of 
religion, may, at leaſt in many reſpects, 
be uſeful to public morals by their ex- 
amples, and even by their actions; they 
are, by their kind of hypocriſy, forced tb 
live in an auſtere and frugal manner, to 
renounce oſtentation and the ruinous in- 
clinations which deprive generous hearts 
of the poſſibility of indulging themſelves 
in beneficence. A bypocrite relieves the 
poor, and founds hoſpitals ; the hiſtory of 


his outward life is that of a faint ; all its 
reſults 


/ 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS. 339 
reſults are beneficent, for the mere imi- 
tation of virtue can be uſeful to human 
kind. | 
But nothing good can reſult from the 
hypocriſy of our deiſts, who adorn them- 
ſelves only with an arbitrary, and conſe- 
quently a falſe, virtue. Slaves as they are 
of the paſſions, intoxicated with pleaſure, 
and ſpeaking inceſſantly of Virtue, they 
disfigure her ſacred image, and, not un- 
frequently, give her ſacred name to Vice 
herſelf ; they are, both by their converſa- | 
tion and example, the corrupters of pub- 
lic morals. 
At the time when, carried away by the 
ſtream, I was @ man of gallantry, I aſked | 
myſelf more than- once, in the midſt of f 
my moſt brilliant ſucceſſes, why I found 
this character ſo inſipid. I have fince 
diſcovered the reaſon. 
It may be flattering to ſelf- love to 
conquer the ſeruples of a woman of -feel- 
ing; to fee her preſerve and revere prin- 
a Q2 | ciples, 
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ciples, the ſacrifice of which we obtain 
without deſtroying them ; to poſſeſs a heart 
ſubdued and not corrupted ; to catch, to 
wipe away the tears of repentance, and 
not to be able to dry up their ſource; to 
find in the weakneſs that makes us happy, 
an eternal ſubject of fear, triumph, tender 
emotion and gratitude. But this is a hap- 
pine ſs that I have never enjoyed. I had 
none but deiſtical miltreſſes, that is to ſay, 
admirers of the works of our philoſophers 
and of their principles; true it is I re- 
ceived from them, by the way, both the 
title and the Privileges. of a lover; but the 
victory did not belong to me; Voltaize, 
Diderot, and Helvetius, were their real 
ſeducers. Theſe ridiculous female me- 
taphyſicians, equally .infipid and deſpicable, 
yielded without making any ſacrifice ; they 
talked impudently of virtue, without re- 
gret:i-g it, and even without having any 
knowledge of it; and I thought, with 
lame ſve, that] might without ſcruple, 


it 
3 
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quit a woman who yields without remorſe. 
In ſhort, I ended by finding, that all things 
conſidered, courteſans were infinitely pre- 
ferable to philoſophical miſtreſſes; it was 
retrenching from a ſcandalous kind of life, 
falſehood and adultery, and two very un- 
- pleaſant attendants, conſtraint and ennui“. 
Adieu, my dear Viſcount, I am going 

to undertake a freſh journev, but I ſhall 
paſs through Paris, and if you are there 
ſtill, I ſhall ſtop a few days folely to enjoy 
your company. 


#® We ſhould be puilty of great injuſtice to the 
authoreſs, were we to withhold the tribute of applauſe, 
ſo truly her due, for the nice diſcrimination which 
mne here makes between virtue, taken napping, and 
open profligacy, In this paſſage, the difference be- 
tween the frail beauty, who errs threugh paſſion, and 
the abandoned wanton, who tranſgreſſes through. 
principle, is moſt judiciouſly defined. It is to be 
hoped, that this excellent leſſon of Madame de Gentlis 
will not be loſt on the youthſul part of our fair readers: 
it ſhews them that the moſt virtuous female ſhould 
never think herſelf too ſecure; and that, expoled as 
the ſex inceſſantly are to the maſked attacks of many 
a Sedley, ſhe ſhould ever bear in mind that the 
„ waman, who deliberates, is loſt,” —Tran/lator, ' 


3 5 


r 
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LETTER LXXVIIL. 


From the ViscounT Dt ST, MfRAN 75 
MoNnsSIEUR DU RESNEL. 


La Ma, Auguſt 20, 
T rave already told you long ago, my 
friend, that I by no means diſapprove 
of your intention of ſettling all your pro- 
perty on the young and charming Leo- 
cadie. I affure you that if I had your 
fortune, I ſhould wiſh to have it in my 

power to apply it to the ſame purpoſe. 
You wrote me word, fix or ſeven years 
ago, that you meant to defer, as long as 
poſſible, making this intention. public; 
| becauſe in the bloom of Pauline's youth, 
the purity of your motives might be 
queſtioned. ..... Conſider my friend, 
that Pauline, although the is thirty-two or 
thirty 
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chirty-three, has loſt nothing of her charms, 
and that Lt̃ocadie is but fourteen and a 
half. There is no immediate hurry ; 
every thing, on the contrary, ought to in- 
duce you to delay this buſineſs. If Lẽo- 
cadie had ſuch a fortune ſettled on her, a 
crowd of offers would prefent themſelves ; 
and, probably, ſhe would be married in 
leſs than two years. Is it not more de- 
firable that ſhe ſhould remain, till nineteen 
or twenty years old, under the authority of 
Pauline ? Allow that education, fo well 
begun, to be completed and improved. 
At leaſt wait for two or three years longer: 
this is my opinion. I own to you that, 
from the intereſt I take in the matter, I 
ſhould really be ſorry to-fail in perſuading 
you 1n this reſpect, Let me know your 
determination, 


You are right, my friend; although I 


have undoubtedly renounced all hope, it 
is {till out of my power to tear myſelf 


from the ſpot inhabited by Madame de 
Q4 Roſmond; 
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Roſmond ; I ſhall remain here till the 
month of November; but I ſhall certainly 


come into Burgundy this ſpring. So many 
ſentiments call me thither, 96155 | 

Adieu, preſent my reſpects at Erneville- 
caſtle, and to the amiable and e Fe- 
male Friend. 


LETTER LIXXIX. 


From the MaRchlONESss to her Mother, 


= Erneville-caſtle, November 12. 
We are juſt returned from Autun, my 
dear mother, where, thanks to the virtuous 
biſhop in whoſe palace we reſided, I ſpent 
a very agreeable fortnight. Ah! how 
pleaſing it 1s to admire near at hand, an 
example of virtue ſo pure and ſo perfect! 


r when we have preſerved our in- 
nocence, 
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nocence, and no bitter retroſpe& on our 
own conduct weakens the enjoyment of 
fo raviſhing a ſight, I ſaid to myſelf, 
in contemplating our biſhop, what I have 
ſo often ſaid to myſelf when in your com- 
pany, that I am ſtill very far from ſuch 
perfection; but that I can attain it; and 
this idea makes-me enjoy the very virtues 
which I do not poſſeſs. I am ſpotleſs in 
the eyes of God; there 1s the motive of 
a juſt hope ; we can do nothing without 
his aſſiſtance ; moral perfection is one of 
his bleſſings, and undoubtedly the moſt 
valuable ; if he ſometimes deign to grant 
it to repentance, could he refuſe it to in- 
nocence that implores it with humility ? 

I have had drawn by Sauval a ſeries of 
ſmall pictures, painted in water-colours, 
repreſenting all the virtuous actions done 
in our days, of which I have: been a 
witneſs, or of which I have had poſitive 
proofs, You my mother, Albert, Ma- 
* dame 
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dame de Vordac, Monfieur du Reſnel, the 
Biſhop of Autun, and our worthy rector, 
haye hitherto furniſhed me with all the 
ſubjects, which will ever be to me the 
molt intereſting and the moſt uſeful. 
What a gratification to find examples 
which we revere, and ſublime models in 
the objects of our attachment!.... I 
have placed this enchanting collection in 
my little drawing-room, and entitled it: 
e The Conſoling Recollections.“ Behind 
each picture, is written, in my own hand, 
the hiſtory of the anecdote repreſented 
by the painter. With what pleaſure 1 
ſhut myſelf up in this cabinet, where I am 
ſurrounded by ſuch charming images! 
where admiration is, in my heart, delight- 
ſully blended with feeling !» Ah ! here I, 

without difficulty, forget malice and ca- 
. Jumny! .. . . How could my diſpoſition 
poſſibly be ſoured by injuſtice and misfor- 
tune, when I can fix my imagination on 


ſuch ſweet ideas! 
| | At 
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At Autun I feveral times met with the 
Chevalier de Celtas ; I was very polite to- 
wards him : notwithftanding all his intre- 
pidity, he appeared much embarraſſed on 
ſeeing me ſo calm and ſo natural. He is, 
at this moment, extremely taken up with 
his young couſin, the Marquis de Celtas, 
the brother of the lady who has married 
the Marquis d'Elvas, brother-in-law to 
Madame d'Olbreuſe. This young man 
has ſome fortune and a pretty perſon; it 
is faid that he does not want for under- 
ſtanding ; but his manners announce 2 
confidence and a ſelf-conceit that diſpleaſe 
me exceedingly. Though he has never 
lived any where but -in the country, he 
thinks he has all the beſt airs of the people 
of faſhion about court, a piece of educa - 
tion that he has picked up in novels, and 
| pretended moral tales, which exhibit only 
a picture, equally falſe and diſguſting, of 
the great world; becauſe their authors 
wiſhed to paint that with which they were 
| WS ae” + 
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unacquainted, and becauſe there Nübel 

from this preſumption, nothing but por- 
traits of petits-maitres and coquettes, as 
little reſembling as thoſe of the valets and 
waiting women on the ſtage. In ſhort, 
this Marquis de Celtas is going to diſplay, 
in Paris, the graces for which he is in- 
debted to Crebillon * and Marmontel. I 
doubt whether they will procure him a 
welcome in good company. On his ſet- 
ting out for the capital, he aſked me for 
a letter to Madame d Olbreuſe, which 
: 12 him. 

I have, my dear mother, executed your 
commiſſions in regard to the perfect female 
Friend; J found her very much fallen away 
and altered; her huſband has again been 
hear dying of the gout in his ſtomach ; 
the Baroneſs ſet up with him for eleven 
ſueceſſive 9 What a lite ſhe leads ! 


* Crebillen the ee, author of ſame — 
very indifferent in point of talent and not a little 
licentious, Note of the Editor,” 


71 22 always 
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always nurſing a moroſe old man, very ill- 
tempered, and often very violent and unjuſt. 
Thus have the moſt brilliant years of 
her life glided away; I admit that ſhe can- 
not regret them; for auſtere and painful 
duties, ſo perfectly fulfilled, - and with ſo 
much perſeverance muſt leave behind a 
very ſweet . remembrance ! And that of 
the moſt lawful pleaſures can occaſion only 
vain regrets. In order to enjoy well the 
preſent, / and hope for every thing from 
the future, we mult be able to eſteem and 
applaud ourſelves on recollecting the paſt®, 
Who, better than Madame de Vordac, can 
know ſuch an enjoyment ? | 

The phyſicians aſſert that the poor 
Baron has not ſix months to live, Ah! 


* This ſentiment is conciſely and beautifully ex. 
preſſed by MarTIAL: 


Boc eft 
« Fivere bis, vita poſſe priore frui. 
To enjoy paſt life, is to live twice.—Tran//atore 


«a. 


how 


b 


Wo 
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how pleaſing would it then be to me to 
ſee realized an idea which has ſo often 
preſented itſelf to my imagination, ſince 
Monſieur du Reſnel has been a widower ! 
What: happineſs to ſee two perſons ſo 
worthy of each other, and who are ſo dear 
to me, for ever united by a facred tie ! 
Adieu, my dear mother; my fr/# and 
beſt beloved friend! Your child embraces 
you with all the affection of a grateful 
heart, inceſſantly taken up with you and 


the remembrance of your favours. 
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LETTER LXXX. 


From the CounTtss D'OLBREvst 7 the 
MARCHIONESS D'ERNEVILLE, © 


Paris, March 30. 

Tut fortunate St. Meran ſets out to- 
morrow for Erneville, and I ſhall ſend 
this letter by him. I much envy his hap- 
pineſs, my charming friend; he will ſee 
you; he will hear you; he will paſs ſix 
weeks in the moſt amiable ſociety that I 
know. j 

However, ſo much happineſs will not 
be unattended with danger to him. He 
will fee Leocadie, who has attained her 
fifteenth year, and, no doubt, acquired new 
charms ; for it ſeems to me that ſhe could 


only grow tall and not improve in beauty. 
What 
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What will become of the poor Viſcount 
whom we ſaw ſo paſſionately fond five 
years 2g0? He knows, beforehand, that 
he has a formidable rival in Monſieur du 
Reſnel ; this will certainly produce thoſe 
oreat events Which pleaſe, Mademoiſelle 
du Rocher ſo much in novels, and appear 
to her ſo ingenious, although they ate not 
abſolutely new, ſuch as quarrels between 


intimate friends, due ls, elopements, &c. 


I was right in telling you that 1 augured 
nothing good from a man called Ceitas. 
Nevertheleſs, in ſpite of my antipathy 
to that name, I gave a very good recep- 
tion to the brother of my ſiſter-in-law ; 
this to me was a duty. He arrived in 
Paris towards the end of November, and 
was brought to me the very next day. 
He was ſtill in mourning for his grand- 
father, of whom he is the ſole heir. I 
had a great deal of company at my houſe, 
and, after the firſt compliments, I ſpoke 
to him of his grandfather, and ſome one 
15 | | who 
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who was there, and who was acquainted 
with this old Celtas, took it.into his head 
to aſk of what diſorder lie had died. © Of 
« a. diſorder,” anſwered his grandſon, 
ce of which no one ever complains, and 
« which exerciſes only the - patience of 
children and heirs,” “ What then is 
«that diſorder ? Old age.” Figure 


to yourſelf, at this anſwer, the ſurpriſe and 
indignation of all the company ! Madame 
de Sevigne for a ſilly anſwer ſaw, on rather 
ſlight grounds, horns on a young man, who 
had been brought up in the country; for 
me, I with more reaſon ſaw, on this youth, 
horns and claws, and every thing the moſt 
diſguſting and the moſt hideous that can 
be imagined. : But recollect Marmontel's 
tale of La bonne mere, and you will there 


find the origin of this pretty ſally. 


| You will there ſee one Verſac who turns 
the brain even of the moſt feeling and 
moſt virtucus women, with this kind of 


galety, and who, having juſt loſt an unc 


le 
and 
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and a benefattor, calls his deep mourning 
fuit a pattern dreſs. 954 
The Marquis de Celtas, knowing ex- 
actly by heart the tales of Marmontel and 
the novels of Crebrillon, and wiſhing, at 
all events, to pleaſe the ladies, has taken 
for a model the men repreſented 1n theſe 
works as beings full of grace, and whoſe 
captivating manners are irreſiſtible. In 
truth, theſe authors gravely aſſure us, that 
thoſe are not eſtimable young men, but 
they aſſert that the women cannot reſiſt 
them, and young Celtas who 7s determined 
that women ſpall not refit him, diſpenſes 
with eſteem, in order to obtain pre- 
ferences, fucceſſes, and brilliant victories ; 
at leaſt ſuch are his ideas and his hopes. 
A few days after the ſupper which I have 
juſt mentioned to you, Monſieur de Celtas 
came to pay me another viſit; I was alone; 
and I own that, at eight and thirty, I did 
not expect to receive a declaration of love 
from a young man of two and twenty, 
l | whom. 
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whom I ſaw for the ſecond time. This, 
however, happened to me. I anſwered 
in ſuch a manner as to diſconcert any one 
who had a ſhadow of common ſenſe 3 but 
Monſieur de Celtas did not even liſten to 
my anſwer. I felt no common ſurpriſe on 
ſeeing him get up with a triumphant air, 
ſpring towards 'the chimney, take a pair 
of ſciſſars out of his pocket, and nimbly 
cut my two bell-ropes..,.. This is an 
ingenious trick which he has read of in 
one of Crebillon's novels. As this piece 
of gallantry announced a ſomewhat briſk 
attack, I prudently reſolved on a retreat ; 
I haſtened towards the door, and ran into 
the antechamber, whence J ſent him word 
by one of my ſervants, that I defired he 
would go out of my houſe, and never 
preſume to ſet his foot in it again, What 
ſay you to this gallant adventure ? How- 
ever, he conducted himſelf, on this occa- 
ſion, according to all the rules of the art, 


preſcribed and obſeryed by his models, 
who 
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who ſucceed only by dint of bo/dne/s and 
effrontery, and who always begin their 
amorous career 'by-- attacking women of 
forty, in order to eftabli/h their fame in 
the world, _ 

He has been preſented to the princes, 
and there covered himſelf with ridicule 
by the impertinence of his noiſy and fa- 
miliar manner, and by the ſelf- importance 
of his deportment and behaviour. In 
ſhort, with the exception of his ſiſter, every 
one hasſhut the door againſt him: baniſhed 
from good company, he has thrown im- 
ſelf into bad, and is there ruining himſelf 
by play, and women of eaſy virtue. - Here 
is a young man of a good family, of for- 
tune, of a very agreeable perſon, and not 
deficient in underſtanding, loſt without 
reſource, becauſe, on the credit of writers 
who are ſeductive, but without any know- 
jedge of the world, he believed that, in 
order to pleaſe and ſucceed, it was neceſ- 


ſary to be inſolent and prove himſelf 
wicked. 
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wicked. This example is not the only 
one that I know of the kind; I have ſeen 
many other ſimilar in my time. I aſſure 
you that the miſchief which theſe bad 
works do our young men brought up in 
the country, and thoſe who are foreigners, 
is truly incalculable. The Viſcount will 
tell you that he ſaw, in his travels, a young 
coxcomb whoſe ſole occupation was to 

execute women's little performances, in 
order to imitate the Marquis in the play 
of Le Cercle*, who captivates all the la- 
dies by embroidering, and making tapeſtry 
and garters. Undoubtedly, it is not a 
man of the world who ſaid that the au- 
thor of this piece was a liſtener at people's 
doors. Who ever, in company, ſaw young 
men do needle-work, and coqucttes ex- 
preſs themſelves as Poinſinet makes them 
ſpeak ? Whofoever could undeceive youth 
in regard to all theſe abſurd follics, would 


A comedy by Pain/inet, 
| certainly 
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certainly render them a very great ſervice. 
For this, talent would not be neceſſary; it 
would be ſufficient that the author of ſuch 
a work ſhould be known to have paſſed 
the greateſt part of his life at court and 
in the faſhionable world. 

Adieu, my amiable and dear Pauline, 


do not forget me quite; this will ſome- 
times recall to your mind one who is an 
affectionate friend and your moſt ſincere 
admirer. 


© 4 < 
F "3 
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LETTER LXXII. 


From the ViscounT DR ST. Miran to the + 


CounTESS DE RosMOND, 


Erneville-caſtle, April 7. 


HRE am I, Madam, in the only place 
where I can take any pleaſure in your ab- 
ſence, near an old and faithful friend, and 
near Pauline and Letocadie. I found the 
latter grown ſtill handſomer, if poſſible. 


You are fond of portraits; I will ſketch 


you hers: this is all that can be done when 
one ſpeaks of her or of Uranie ! 

Leocadie is ſo beautiful that it ke 
be thought all the moſt perfect deſerip- 
tions which the poets have traced of beauty, 


were taken from her perſon, and that the 
2 14 faces 


* 
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faces of Venus and of Hebe, modelled by 
the Grecian ſculptors, are only copies of 
hers. We forgive them for not having 
rendered the expreſſion of her counte- 
nance, (how impart to marble ſo much 
feeling and animation?) bu? ſtill in their 
maſter- pieces we diſcover Leocadie's fea- 
tures; in admiring all thoſe enchanting 
heads which bear to each other reſem- 
blances ſo ſtriking, thoſe ſublime works 
of various artiſts who lived in different 
ages ; in contemplating the Venus of Me- 
dicis, and the children of Niobe, we re- 
collect Leocadie, and we ſay to ourſelves: 
c Beauty is not ideal; Lẽocadie, is the 
cc true model of it, and, to be beautiful, | 
70 a perſon muſt reſemble her.” © How- 
ever, when we ſee her for the firſt time, 
we are neither, ſtruck nor dazzled ; her 
majeſtic and Render Hape is not the ele- 
gant make of Diana nor of Urania: no 
lively carnation colours her cheeks, and 


forins a ſtriking contraft With the pure 
| fairneſs 
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fairneſs of her complexion ; every thing 
in her has harmony and ſweetneſs ; her 
bloom is that of a white roſe animated by 
a faint tint of vermilion. At firſt fight, 
we find her perſon ſo agreeable, ſo full 
of gentility and grace, that we are not im- 
mediately inclined to ſay: How beau- 
ce tiful ſbe is!”* but to exclaim : * How 
te pretty ſbe is !” It is only in examining 
her form that we are aſtoniſhed at its re- 
gularity; the more we fix our eyes on her, 
the leſs is it poſſible to deſcribe her perſon 
minutely, We wiſh always to contem- 
plate it in the whole. We know not 
whether her ſhape be perfect, we know 
only that there is none better proportioned; 
we ſcarcely remark the make and colour 
of her gown ; but we are charmed with 
the elegant ſimplicity of her attire ; dreſſed 
like all other women, it ſeems till that 
ſhe has a particular faſhion; in it we find 
a certain ſtriking grace, which appears 
original without being ſtudied; her be- 
witching face produces a ſimilar impreſ- 

VOL, 111, R ſion 
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ſion ; when we happen to ſee her for the 
firſt time, we recollect better the expreſ- 
ſion than the features, and we cannot ſay 
whether there exiſt finer eyes than hers; 
we have been ſtruck only by her look. 
It is an angelic ſoul that gives to her 


beauty ſo many charms, ſo much intereſt 


and variety, and her mind too aſſimilates 
in ſuch a manner with her ſoul, that we 
cannot paſs on them a ſeparate encomium ; 
all that ſhe layy pleaſes, affects, and per- 
ſuades, becauſe ſhe ſays nôthing that is 
not inſpired by reaſon and ſenſibility; an 
exquiſite delicacy gives her that quickneſs 
which ſeizes and feels every thing; and 
an incomparable capdour diffuſes over 


her ſmalleſt actions an engaging charm 


that finds its way to the very bottom of 
the heart. ; 
This portrait, I own, is drawn by an 
impaſſioned admirer . Be aſſured, how- 
ever, 


' * Admiring as we do, the talents of Madame de 


Genlis, we are, like . ſome what apprehenſi ve 
| that 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS 363 


ever, that it is by no means embelliſhed ; 
love even cannot flatter the original. 
Yet I cannot ſay that this object is incom- 


— * 


th ee. es. oo. 


— 


% 


that her picture of the all-accom lied Leocadie will 
be thought over- ſtudied: in her endeavours to finiſh 
it higbly, ſhe has, in our humble opinion, rendered 
her colours rather too glaring, However, as we have 
taken the liberty of making this obſervation on a 
portrait drawn by our amiable artiſt, we will beg leave 
to preſent her with one from the 'chafie hand of a 
great maſter.— Tranſlator's Note. 


PoRTRAIT OF MRS. BIpDY FLoyD, 


«© When Cupid did his grandſire Jove intrea. 
«© To form ſome beauty by a new receipt, 

* Jove ſent, and found, far in a country-ſcene, . 
« Truth, innocence, good nature, look ſerene ; 
«© From which ingredients firſt the dext'rous boy 
© Pick*'d the demure, the aukward, and the coy ; 
„ 'The Graces from the court did next provide 
„ Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride: 
« Theſe Venus cleanſ'd from ev*ry ſpurious grain 
«« Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain, 

% Jove mix'd up all, and his beſt clay r bad 
90 Then call'd the happy mme FLorp. 
SWIFT 's Poettcal Mi ifcellanies. 


R 2 parable! 
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parable! It is, above all, by comparing 
her that I admire her with ſo much en- 
thuſiaſm. 

I am ſure that a divine muſe brought 
Leocadie into the world ; for ſhe has every 
talent as ſhe has every charm ; ſhe already 
makes very agreeable verſes; but yet ſhe 
will neither give them nor ſhew them. I 
have, nevertheleſs, picked up four, which, 
without the author's name, are engraved 
on the back of a medallion- that ſhe has 
juſt given to her friend Zepbyrine. You 
muſt know, Madam, that this medallion 
contains, on one fide, Leocadie's portrait, 
and that it was put round Zephyrine's neck 
at the moment of a ſeparation ; Zephyrine 
ſetting out for Dijon with her father and 
mother, and not expecting to return for 
three months. Theſe are the verſes : 


. « This tender token of my love, 
« This portrait on thy breaſt diſplay; 
6 But jealous were I, ſhouldſt thou prove 
« Confol'd by it, when I'm away.“ 


I ſhall 
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I ſhall remain here the time agreed on. 
.. . I flatter myſelf that you will quit 
'TaM##*#* ſooner than uſual; I ſhall 
then have a whole winter; and this, to me, 
will be ſummer. | 

Adieu, Madam; rely for ever on the 
ſentiments in which you deign to partici- 
pate, and even on all thoſe which you have 
preſcribed. Conſider, at leaſt ſometimes, 
that if -I can be filent, I cannot change. 
Did I not ſuppoſe you to have this idea, 
ſilence would be a torment without re- 


compenſe and without conſolation. 
Rivality has almoft made me fall out 
with Du Reſnel; he does not forgive me 
for having ſo often forgot his commiſſion 
of the moſs-roſes which he wiſhes to pre- 
ſent to Lẽocadie. He is very much 
aſtoniſhed to find in me any neglect in 
regard to him and her. This proves 


% Combien nos jugemens ſont aveugles et vaint k. 


* How blind and vain are our opinions, 
VolTaiRe's Tancrede, 


R 3 
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From the Marxcniontss to the 
i BaRONESS, 


May 29. 
An! pity your unhappy friend! My 
mother is dangerouſly ill! Our horſes are 
going to pe put to; we ſhall ſet off in my 
zmall coach; the large one is out of re- 
pair; I ſhall take no maid; the carriage 
being able to hold only Albert, myſelf, 
Maurice and the Doctor, whom we hope 
to perſuade to come with us on our way 
through Bourbon. I leave here Leocadie; 
Albert wiſhed that the fourth place ſhould 


be for Maurice. . . I have to ſupport at 
once 
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once a moſt cruel and heart-rending in- 
quietude,and the chagrin of being ſeparated 
for the firſt time from Leocadie ; and, to 
add to all this, the meaſles being both in 
your houſe and in your village, I cannot 
aſk you to take this dear little girl under 
your care during my abſence ! 

Adieu; my tears prevent me- from 
ſeeing what I write ... . O! my angel! 
pray to God that he may preſerve me the 
beſt and the moſt beloved of mothers ! 


-R 4 
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LETTER LXXXII. 


From the ſame to the ſame. 


Dijon, June 8. 

'Trank God, I breathe, ſhe is out of 
danger. The phyſicians, within theſe 
eight and forty hours, ſay that they will 
anſwer for her recovery, But, great 
God ! what have I ſuffered! I faw her 
dying! Oh! what a tie is that which at- 
taches a daughter to her mother ! There 
is certainly ſomething phyſical in this ſa- 
cred attachment. To loſe a mother is to 
loſe a portion of one's exiſtence! ..., 
We fat up with her for four ſucceſſive 
niglits; ſhe retained all her ſenſes, and knew 

her 
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her danger perfectly; ſhe thought only of 
God, of Albert, and of me; but with an- 
gelic ſincerity and reſignation, What 
ſublime leſſons I received from her too 


on this occaſion! Ah! with a life fo full 


of innocence and virtue, how little death 
is to be dreaded ! This ſight ſo afflicting 
to us was the grandeſt and the moſt awful 
that can be contemplated, 

She is extremely weak ; bleeding has 
ſaved, but exhauſted her; I ſhall remain 
here near a month longer, for I will 
not quit her till ſhe is in a perfect 
ſtate of convaleſcence. I ſhall be much 
tormented during all this period by my 
uneaſineſs reſpecting Leocadie and Syl- 
veſtre. How I love Monſieur du Reſnel, 
who has written to me to aſk leave to 
go and take up his abode at Erneville 
during all the time of my abſence ! Know- 
ing my children are under his care, I ſhall 
be much more eaſy. 

R 5 I am 


* 04 


370 THE RIVAL MOTHERS. 


lam often very unreaſonable : if I hear 
of an accident, I fancy at the moment that 
the ſame misfortune may have happened 
at Erneville. One day it was related that 
'a young woman, reading in the evening, 


had ſet fire to her head-dreſs, and burnt 


herſelf in a dreadful manner ; and, on this, 
T had the folly to diſpatch a meſſenger to 
Mademoiſelle du Rocher ſolely to renew 
to her cautions repeated a thouſand times, 
and I could not be quiet till I had received 
her anſwer. Oh! how much we ought 


to love a good mother! What uncaſineſs, 
what heart-rendings have we not occa- 


ſioned her! In the early infancy of my 
children what did I not ſuffer! They 
never fell down that, ſor forty days, I 
had not all the horrors of à concuſſion; 
when they were not immediately under my 


_ eyes, I could not hear, out of the room, 


a cry or the noiſe of a fall without ſhud- 


"gs and Woking that ſome fatal acci- 
dent 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS. 371 


dent had happened to them; did they 
walk out without me, and come 1n a little 
later than uſual, the agitation I was in was 
inexpreſſible : in ſhort, although they all 
have good health, I never ſcarcely paſſed 
a day without experiencing ſome frightful 
ſhock or cruel uneaſineſs. Since I know 
that Monſieur du Reſnel is at Erneville, 
I am infinitely leſs afraid of phyſical acci- 
dents; but I cannot endure the idea of 
Leocadie's chagrin and profound melan- 
choly ; I could wiſh very ſincerely, at this 
moment, that ſhe loved me leſs; to know 
that ſhe is ſuffering and unhappy is an 
affliction above iny courage; and, indeed, 
you mult not ſuppoſe that I write her 
plaintive letters concerning our abſence ; 
on the contrary, I ſay to her every thing 
that can conſole her, diſpel her fears about 
me, and revive her ſtrength. 1 prefer 
her knowing only half of my affection for 
her, to augmenting her grief by painting 
- to her ſuch as it is. 


Adieu, 
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Adiev, my friend; write me word whe- 
ther that vile epidemical diſeaſe, the 
meaſles, ſtill continues in your family; 
but though it had ceaſed, I ſhould till 
_ wiſh that you would not ſee my children 
for three weeks; for, by ſeeing them 
ſooner, you might communicate to them 
this diſorder, ſince you have not only 
been in the tainted air, but you have 
alſo attended your worthy houſekeeper 
and her daughter, during all their illneſs. 
You know whether I ſhould have theſe 
fears for myſelf; but to have them for 
one's children will not appear to you a 
weakneſs, Adieu, my perfect friend; I 
will be punctual in giving you an account 
of our dear patient. ; 

Pardon me, my angel, but if you write 
to Leocadie, I conjure you to ſteep your 
letters in vinegar before you ſend them to 
her, and to charge the bearer ſtrictly not 


8 to ſet his foot in the caſtle; but to leave 
| 7, . 1 _nn 


— 
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the letters at the game-keeper's houſe. 
In ſhort, I rely on you for every pre- 
caution of this kind. 

Let me beg of you to ſend no novels 
to Mademoiſelle du Rocher, nor any 


thing, without exception, that has not 
been ſteeped in vinegar. 
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LETTER IXXXIV. 


From MADEMOISELLE DU ROCHER 70 the 
| M Ak CHIONESS, 
June . 
MADAM, 
T nave this moment received the letter 
with which you honour me by your laſt 
meſſenger, La France is juſt arrived, and 


has performed all the journey without 
ſtopping. I ſhall punctually obey your 


orders, Madam, I ſhall, for an hour, 
ſteep in vinegar, all the Baroneſs de Vor- 
dac's letters that my be addreſſed to Ma- 
demoiſelle Leocadie # but I am very much 


concerned to ſee your uneaſineſs, Madam; 


I ventured to expect more confidence from 


you. 
Sylveſtre 
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Sylveſtre is very tractable; every day 
Monſieur du Reſnel gives him a leſſon of 
* hiſtory and geography, and alſo one of 
| arithmetic. And then he plays with him 
at foot-ball and battledore and ſhuttlecock: 
Monſieur du Reſnel has made Mademoi- 
ſelle Lẽocadie a preſent of a charming 
collection of ſhells, and a folio book of 
engravings on the ſame ſubject; and he 
explains to her all theſe things; he alſo 
makes her repeat her leſſons of botany and 
mineralogy. I aſſiduouſly go through all 
the readings preſcribed by you, Madam; 
I cannot but be well pleaſcd with Made- 
moiſelle Leocadie's application, 7 
We go regularly every day to the pa- 
riſh church in order to offer up our pray- 
ers to God for the perfect recovery of the 
Cwounteſs; as long as ſhe was thought in 
danger, the church. was never empty. 


Made moiſelle LEocadie and the little girls 


belonging to the ſchool are now. perform- 
10g 


TP 


% - 
. 


"Wo 


and receiving your letters. 
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ing a nine day's devotion, as a thankſgiv- 


Old Marie-Jeanne has been dying; 


Mademoiſelle Leocadie nurſed her very 


carefully ; we ourſelves made her broth. 
We, as uſual, viſit the other poor people 
who are all in good health, 

The. rector is very well, and comes 


almoſt every day to dine with us. 


1 am well ſatisfied with Mina; ſhe has 


* finiſhed the pair of ſtockings and two ſhirts 


for the poor; Mademoiſelle Leocadie 


ſtill works with me at the baby-linen 
which is getting forward; the poor woman 


will not lie in theſe two months, and we 
ſhall have finiſhed before that time. 


 - Mademoiſelle Leocadie has not yet 


reſumed her uſual appetite and gaiety ; but 


| the ſleeps better, and ſhe is not near ſo 


pale within theſe two days, Monſieur du 


Reſnel's company is the greateſt conſola- 


tion, after that of writing to you, Madam, 


La 
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La France wiſhes to ſet out again to- 
morrow at day-break ; this is the reaſon 
© why we give him our letters to-night. 
Make yourſelf eaſy, Madam, and be 
well aſſured that Sylveſtre does ot run 
alone by the ſide of the piece of water, that 
he does not eat too much, that the maids do 
not give him, without my knowledge, tarts 
and cakes, and that we do every thing in 
our power to divert the attention of Ma- 
demoiſelle Lẽocadie. | 
Jam, with reſpect, Madam, &c. 
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2 8 LETTER LXXXV. 
Anonymous from the unknown Mother to 
[i 2:41. Y i Loet. 


8 June 18. 


Me daughter ! my dear Leocadie ! I am 
'1n the neighbourhood where you reſide | 
am near you! I have not yet been able 
to perceive yu; but I have ſeen. Erneville 
caſtle ! I have ſcen the wood i in which you 
walk, and the favourite tree that bears your 
name .. . Alas! I cannot diſcover my- 
ſelf to you 1... . I cannot however, 
J wiſh to ſee you! .... Oh! procure this 
moment of 1 happineſs for the unfortunate 
woman who, for fifteen years paſt, has 
known of maternal love nothing but the 
anxieties and ſorrows that it can occaſion ! 


14 | ] aſk 


f, 
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{ aſk ſeerecy of you for a ſhort time only: 
wo days after our appointment, you may 
reveal this ſecret to your benefaQreſs ; from 
this time to that I require an abſolute ſi- 
lence, Be to-morrow morning at five 
o'clock in the wood that is railed in; I 
ſuall be there concealed in the hollow of 
your tree, certain that you will reſpect this 
alylum,” and that you will not attempt to 
look into it: reſt yourſelf on the turf-ſeat : 
tacte J ſhall ſee you; there, for a few 
miautes, I ſhall be indemnified for all that 
Ihre ſuffered !.... You will remain 
nalt an hour on the feat; then you will 
return to the caſtle, 1 rely on an exact 
obedience ; and do you, my Leocadie ! 
rely of an incxpreſſible and unlimited 
affe ction ! 


s 
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